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The ‘Night Caps’ hauled Dick up by means of the rope, and then let him plunge down into the 
water again. But the boy never said a word. The water was very cold: 
It chilled Dick to the marrow. 
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HUNTED DOWN 


OR, 


CAUGHT IN THE CLUTCHES OF THE NIGHT CAPS 


By FRANK FORREST 


 OHAPTER I. 
“HE NIGHT CAPS AT WORK. 


“Great jumping snakes, Dick Daresome - ! cried a startled 
voice, which rang out on the night air in tones which car- 
ried for many feet across the campus of Merrivale Academy. 

“What's the matter: 2” responded a youth who stuck his 
head from a second-story window of the dormitory near by. 

“What's doing, Sam: 2”? 

The first speaker, who happened to be Dick’s room- 
mate, gazed over toward the south ant then replied to his 
friend in aw excited manner: 

“There’s some sort of big fire there directly south of 
Merrivale Academy. I wonder what itcan be? Surely it’s 
a farmhouse, and we ought to get down there and find 
out.” 

“Well, I should say so!” cried sie popping back 
into his window again. 

He raced to the other side of the room and shed his 
tap out of the closet. Then he had started out. of the 
room, when looking down he noticed that he was wearing 
light slippers. © 

“Well, that’s not exactly the sort of running shoes a 


Dick snatched up his heavy shoes, and then lacing them 
on deftly straightened up again with a smile. 

“T’ll be glad to have something doing,” muttered Dake 
some as he dashed out into the corridor of the big dormi- 
“It is stupid work studying all evening, even if it 
I think a good fire will help waken me 


tory. 
is to win a medal. 
up. 

Daresome was starting down the stairs now, two steps 
at atime. Then with his usual trick of thinking up plans. 
at the right time, instead of too late, Dick turned back. 

“Hurry up there, you slow poke!’? shouted Sam from 
the entrance downstairs. ‘What are you seat ? Building 
a fire-engine for the occasion ?” 

“No, I’m not,” cried Daresome as he started up the steps 
again. “But we fellows can’t do very much fighting a 
farmhouse fire by ourselves.” | 

“You're right,” said his roommate. 
up there.” | : 

This Dick was doing, and he ran from door to door, 
knocking lustily. Curious heads popped out in reply, and 
it did not take Dick Daresome long to apprise them of the 
circumstances which caused this general alarm. 

“Boys, there’s a farmhouse afire down south of Merri- 
vale, and we must all get on the job and help. Come 


“Get the bunch out 


fellow needs for this cross-country work—especially at this | along.” 
The boys dashed for their caps and shoes, and some 2 
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even had to dress because it was not the carliest part of /some poor person may be entrapped or dying. We must 
the evening. Dick whirled about, and after having| get to them. I'll try a jump.” Pear Ue ae oa 
alarmed the lads on each floor hastened to join the faithful]. “You'll tumble in!” shouted Sam warningly, who saw 
Sam Thorpe, who was still waiting impatiently. that the distance between the tree trunk and the top of j j 

“Great Seott! The place will be burned’ down by the} the shelving bank was by no means gmall. : 
time we get there!” exclaimed Sam. But Daresome would not wait for the more cautious 
— “Well, anyway we'll have some fellows to help us form| method. Instead he took a deep breath, and after back- 
a bucket brigade. You know that’s the only thing that|ing along the trunk toward shore for a good start he sped 
can be done at country farm fire.” toward the end of the tree. Saat | 
. The lads, now ready for the fray and the adventure} “ Steady!” cried his roommate. 
which would attend it, sprang with speed down the hill} Dick was indeed steady. i 
back of the dormitory building. A single slip of his heavily-booted feet would have 
On, on they went. plunged him into the ice-cold waters of the stream below. 
Suddenly Dick Daresome made a misstep in the semi-| But Dick kept on with daring balance. 
darkness. He was thrown headlong, and to his startled| “Now up we go!” he cried, exulting in his own strength, 
senses the moon, which was shining at the half, seemed | #8 he leaped forth toward the bank, a foot or two above 
to turn several somersaults, the tree’s level. moh 
Indeed, it was Dick who did the gyrating, and when he} 1* a hele daring effort, but Dick judged the distance 
sat up again, with a call to Sam, it was with a throbbing uae ; 
shoulder, from a most unacrobatic tumble. Dick gazed at| His feet struck the ground “ the very edge of the So 
his roommate for a minute, speechless, and then he gritted bankment, and he laughed with confidence at making it. 
his teeth and rose weakly. _| But his joy was premature, for the dirt began to fall under 
“Well, Sam, I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry then. his weight, even as he balanced himself there at the edge, 
I guess I hit my funny-bone, and sad one, too, at the same directly over the stream. : r 
time, and it made a queer mixture. But I'm all ri ohé The waters below had eaten their way into the em- 
nig? : bankment, which in turn was washed away in a cave- — 
“Did you hurt your shoulder?” asked Thorpe flinehé, like fopmation, and Daresome had landed on this uncer- 


: | : é > tain piece of land. | 
. fully, that Dick bb bas 
vcd deeming e Wi ctehan tio | tse arm Wat o Ratliey He felt himself slipping backwards, and heard the 
rueful expression. 


gurgling of the brook below. He felt that now indeed 
was he due for a ducking, and yet his last thought was 
characteristic of his brave spirit. 
“No, I won’t let myself fall!” he muttered, _ | r 
By a supreme effort he managed to wriggle his body 
and fall forward, with his weight thrown to the front, 
As he did this he tumbled through the falling dirt, and 
by the position was enabled to catch on to the firmer part 
of the bank. Here he clung, and struggled with all his 
might to pull himself up, with his feet dangling just a few 
feet above the waters. | oe 

“Go easy, Dick, and maybe you can make it !” advised 
Sam, as if he were coaching in a baseball game. 

“All right!” grunted Dick, | 

With slow, steady muscular contraction Dick pulled him- . 
self up on a level with the bank. Then he quickly rolled 
over in a deft manner on the firm ground, | hgh 

He had rescued himself from a most unpleasant plunge 
bath, and now he rested for a minute and laughed merrily 
at the predicament which he had just escaped. Sam now 
lgoked very woebegone. Aes Bey 

“Well, it’s all right for you to laugh,” said Dick’s room- 
mate. “But I’ve got the unpleasant job before me nov 
You kicked in a part of that bank, and there’ noth, 


“No, just bunged it upabit. I guess it won’t be needed, 
anyway. Let’s be getting along.” Dick little reckoned 
that this fall was to cost him dearly later on, for that 
very shoulder, disabled as it was, played him false most 
unfortunately in a time when he needed every single bit 
of strength and energy. | - 

The lads began their chase again, and aided by the dim 
light of the moon, they managed to avoid any further 
tumbles. The ground was still pretty hard, for the last 
two or three nights had been cold, and frost had still 
clung on. 


a 


“It’s pretty chilly now!” exclaimed Sam. “Look out 
for this brook here in the woods or we'll get a ducking !” 
The boys ran along the stream and at last found a long 
fallen log which projected almost across the brook. Dick, 
leading the way, ran qut to the end of this natural bridge. 
“It’s a bum job, Sam,” said he. “I don’t want to get 
doused in the cold water to-night, and yet this tree doesn’t 
go all the way across.” ‘ 
“Let's go back and run down the bank further, Dick,” 
responded his roommate. — : ie 
“No, I don’t like to do it, Sam,” said Dick. “Look at 
the flames mounting up to the south of us. Any instant 
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; make this trial. 
_ without you.” 


~ minutes we will find out for sure.” 


~~ sort ‘of bridge.” 


Dick saw that such was the case. 
“Oh, shucks, Sam! It didn’t do us a bit of good to 
We’ ve just lost time, and I won’t go on 


Sam looked up, and toward the south ent see the bale- 


ful red of the sky, proving that the fire was not diminish- 


ing at all. 


. “Dick, if you had the nerve to try it, I will, too,” said 


Sam with determination. “You just stand up there and 
be ready to’ catch me when I hit the bank and drag me 


over to solid eround when I land.” 


_ Daresome laughed. 
“Good for you, Sam,” said he. “That’s the right spirit. 
You could make it if it were twice as wide when you feel 


that way, so go ahead.” 


Sam backed off down the tree trunk, and then took a 
swift run along its level surface. : 

Up he went, struck the bank, and he gauged himself 
to leap further than Dick. This saved him from our 
hero’s predicament, and he landed on the firm ground, 
balancing himself for an instant as Dick had done. 

“Whoa!’’ cried Daresome as he caught his friend by 
the arm and pulled him toward him. : 

“There, now, I did it, after all,” said Sam as he straight- 
ened up. “We had better be hurrying, Dick, for that fire 
seems to be getting worse.” 

“You're right,” replied Daresome, and the two of them 
started up the hill. As they did so they heard shouts be- 


hind them, and Dick, glancing over his shoulder, saw by 


the moonlight that their ion were following from the 
academy. 

“Well, I think they’ll have the deuce of a time getting 
across here,” said Sam. 

“T suppose they'll go on down the stream rv the bridge, 
quite a way down,” said Dick. ‘This was indeed the case, 
and it delayed the arrival of the Merrivale lads many 
minutes after that of Dick and Sam. 

This delay cost our friends quite a good deal, but in the 


end the boys managed to pull themselves out of their 


difficulties by a use of their natural bravery. 
’ They hurried up the hill toward the flame-lit ete 
The sparks were flying helter-skelter above them. It was 


apparent that they were rapidly nearing the scene of the 


conflagration, and their hearts beat with natural excite- 


Oo aS AN 


“What can it be, Dick ?” asked et, 


_, “Tt must be a barn or something like that because the 
sparks are so terribly thick,” said Dick. 


: “Surely they 
would not be so in a house burning. Well, in a few more 
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for it was an up-hill race which took all the breath out 
of them. 

The youths struggled on, however, with the grit of the 
long-distance racer. At last they mounted the curve of — 
the hilltop. There before them they saw the terrible view — 
of a burning farm building with the sparks shooting high 
in the air, and the wind bending the dancing flames down 
toward the other near-by structures so that they were also 


| threatened. 


“Say, that whole place will be ablaze in a minute,” said 
Dick. 

“The barn’s on fire now, and we must get there right 
away to see iff we can save any of the stock,” said Sam. 

“You bet; but I reckon it’s been burning for a good 
long while. But what’s that?” cried Dick. 

Sam followed the direction of his glance and beheld a 
curious spectacle. It was the outline against the burning 
building of a score of curiously garbed figures. 

They ran around like human beings, but seemed to have 
some queer shape above the shoulders—coming to a conical 
point. The two boys stopped in surprise. 

“What is that, anyway? ‘There’s something queer!” 
cried Dick, gazing in dismay at the odd sight. “Those 
men, or whatever they are, don’t seem to be doing a thing, 
but are just running around yelling. | 

“Dick, you’re right!” cried Sam. “Look, they’re carry- 
ing something in their hands. eae it’s guns as sure as 
you’re alive!” 

The boys were thunderstruck. They cautiously ap- 
proached the scene of the burning barn, slipping from tree 
to tree, and taking advantage of the shadows. 

“Sam,” said Dick, “this is no ordinary fire.” 

He was indeed right. 


CHAPTER IT. 
A DEATH-STRUGGLE WITH INCENDIARIES. 


The two Merrivale lads now clambered towatd the burn- 
ingebuilding with increasing care. They knew that these 
strangers boded no good. But like brave youths, they did 
not let this knowledge of danger deter them from their 
duty. . 

“Those men have set fire to that place, I believe. See, 
those things on their heads are some sort of hoods,” said 
Dick as they came closer and closer. 

. They could now distinguish plainly the jubilant cries of 
the mysterious men. | , 

“Hurray for the Night Caps !” 

““We’ve fixed Palmer this time!” 

“He'll never fight the association again !” 
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“Death to him!” | 
Such were some of the cheerful sounds which greeted 
the alarmed ears of the two youths. They looked at each 
other in dumb amazement. | 

Just then they heard voices much nearer them, and the 
| sound of trampling feet came to their ears, a little to the 
_ ‘Fight, out of the line of light. ; 
& “Let’s give im the lashing!” cried one gruff voice. 

“Leave go of me!” cried a man in the quick, disconnected 
manner of one who is going through great physical exer- 
tion. “Take that! You cowardly curs, I'll never give in 
to you!” 

To the lads waiting behind the shadow of two great 
trees came the noise of a scuffle. 

They waited developments until they could learn exactly 
what was transpiring before they'should interfere. This is | 
the better plan in such cases, for many a good intention 
has been misapplied by overspeed. 3 

“Tie him there,” came a voice. 

“Now we've got him up against this sapling, and I pro- 
pose to lash the life out of the rascal until he agrees to 
join in with us in fighting the trust !” 

“What is it you want me to do,- anyway?” cried the 
evident victim, breathing heavily. The boys could tell 
from the quiet now that he had been conquered and was 
being bound against some tree. 

“Let’s get into the game, Dick!” exclaimed Sam in a 
low tone which almost betrayed them. 

“Sssh !”” cautioned Daresome. “Wait until we find out 
what their game is.” ‘ 

“Well, we may be too late!” 

“You just see—I have a scheme,” said Dick, and the 
two held their peace for a little longer, hearkening to every 
word of the dramatic conversation which ensued. 

“You have been selling out your grain to the trust,” 
said one of the gruff speakers. “You will have to join 
the Farmers’ Association, or we will beat you within an 
inch of your life!” 

“You lie, you cowardly hounds!” cried the angry 
farmer, braye despite his predicament. ~ | 

“Have a care, Ben Palmer!” yelled one of his captors. 

The boys had noticed the voices carefully, and they’ de- 
cided from the sounds that there must be three of these 

captors in charge of the night’s victim. > 
“ “T won’t have a care, you murderous cowards!” cried 
the man resolutely. “You have burned up my grain bin 
because you are jealous of my fine farm. You want me to 
hold back my grain and not sell it now so that we all will 
be equal in profits!” eg 
“You will have to join our association!” cried one of 
the sepulchral voices. ie | | in 
“JT will never join it if you kill me!” cried- the resolute} Dick, however, felt more at ease, for this lef ‘one apiec 
farmer. “I am a hardworking man} and I spend my time ABE ae A Gee aaa 


at honest toil instead of gabbing around the country — 
against the trust. You men can’t raise the grain that 
I do because you haven’t the brains, the energy or the — 
farms, and I won’t stay behind with you at all. I will 
sell when I please, at any price I please.” § 

“You will sell with us or pay dearly!” cried one of the — 
rough fellows in a voice of growing menace. “I have my ¢ 
persuader right here.” | 

“That’s right,” replied one of the other men. i eT 
Night Caps sent us up here to attend to him while they 
fixed the rest of the farm.” | a vee ) 

“We'll attend to you all right. And the next time the 
Night Caps visit you we will lick your whole family, 
too.” . 

But the farmer was unabashed, bound though he was. 
“You can’t frighten me, you men. I know you now. 
You’ve been gabbing long enough to give your voices away A 

despite your cowardly disguise. You don’t dare kill me, 
and if you ever try again any of this cowardly work I’ll 
shoot you all down like so many rattlesnakes.” : 

“We'll show you what we'll do. There, man, pull up 
the shirt off his back go this whip will get in work. We’ll 
give you all the snake business you want; but it will be 
blacksnake instead of rattler.” — : | 

“Good! Soak it to him!” | 

In the stillness of the instant there came forth the 
terrible hissing of a whip-lash descending through the . 
air. There was the sound of that whip curling about a 
broad bare back. 

Then Dick Daresome could stand it no longer. 

The brave farmer gave no outcry, for he was game 
‘through and through. But Dick Daresome, with quick 
planning, decided to do the outcrying himself, 

They were within twenty-five feet of this tragic scene, 
and Dick sprang from his concealment. | 

“Come on, men! Kill them like dogs, the cowardly , 
curs! Club your guns!” he called in a deep voice. His 4» 
cry was not so very loud, for he did not wish it to carry 
to the figures around the burning grain building. 

Daresome sprang forth directly at the group about the 
unfortunate prisoner. He snatched up from the ground 
with rapid movement a long, straight piece of branch 
‘which he had noticed there, fallen from the tree above 
during the wintry blasts of the recent winter. 


Sam followed the lead of the gallant Merrivale youth 
with another cry. PUM ia 


“We're coming, captain!” Sia ae NM 
. The ruse worked, for one of the men, fearing that some Vv 
rescue party was at hand, sprang away speedily. The 
other two started to run, but then turned back when they 
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way for this easy conquest. But Sam was not averse to 
taking such an advantage. 

“Now for you, Mr. Night«Cap!” said Sam. He ran 
toward the man, who was grinding yar face mercilessly 
in the dirt. 

The fellow was struggling to get a quick strangle hold 
on our hero, and with his advantage of position had already 
begun to cut off our hero’s breath. 

Sam heard the labared breathing of his friend, and 
divined the Night Cap’s plan. This would have been a 
lasting and silent way for the man to conquer this daring 
rescuer. 

He had been too engrossed with his own struggle to 
notice how badly his mate had fared.: 

So Sam had an opportunity to rsh upon him from the 
rear. The youth determined to try a little of the wind- 
pipe attack himself, but in a different and more novel way. 

“P’]] make him sorry he ever wore a nightcap!” mut- 
tered Sam Thorpe, and he clutched at the cloth of the 
hood with a sudden grasp. Tightening his hold just at 
the bottom of the head-piece, he shortened off the wind of 
the man with as much effectiveness as if he had been using 
the latest style in hangman’s noose. 

“Let go, you villain!” cried Dick’s roommate as he per- 
severed in his attack from the rear on the man’s breathing 
apparatus. 

The man gurgled; he gasped just as the victim beneath 
him was doing in turn. But at last the fellow could 
stand it no longer, and he relaxed his grip on Dick Dare- 
some. Sam, seeing that the battle was going his own way, 
‘now-gave a furious tightening twist to the cloth cap. 

Then he yanked vigorously backward. 

‘The fellow was pulled over, struggling vainly with the 
pugnacious youth. Dick was released, and he rolled 7 
gaspingly, taking in fresh air into his lungs. 

“Oh, how good it is!” he thought as he drank in strength 
again. Then he saw that not an instant was to be lost. 

“Dick, unbind that ntan,” said Sam, seeing that their 
great chance had come. The other Night Cap was coming 
back to consciousness now, the lads could see. 

In another minute or two he would have to be accounted 
for, and so Dick whipped out his pocketknife. It took 
three skilful, rapid slashes to loogen the prisoner. . 

“My boy, you’ve saved my life!”? muttered the man as 
he bent and unbent his stiffened wrists and arms. 

“You had better get away from here on the jump,” said 
Dik, seeing the man glaring angrily toward the burning 
building. 

“No,” cried the plucky fellow, “I will go back there 
and fight them to the death!” 


Daresome caught his arm. \ 
“No, good friend; that would be foolish. Go and get 
\ Se a 


A Dawe with the Night Caps!” aoe the daring ee 
o and he sprang with the ferecity of a tiger at the fore- 
. “most of the hooded men of mystery. ) 
A ~ “Good boys!” called the bound victim, as he saw that 
x - these unexpected allies were fearless in their daring at- 
. tack. 
ie 
mene): Dick and the first man clinched and rolled over and 
q over on the hard ground. It was a fierce struggle, for the 
4 brawny stranger had all the strength of a full-grown 
i Tarmer, , 
The muscles from throwing oe and tugging at the 
: plow came in very handy with him now, and Dick was 
if slowly being conquered. 
“Help, Sam!” groaned our hero as he felt his arms 
being crushed to his sides as if in the grip of a great grizzly 
» bear. | 
a He felt as if his ribs must be cracking, and yet he 
; _ struggled on unconquered in spirit. Dick never gave up 
a fight until he had been beaten thrice over. } 

His opponent hugged tighter and tighter. Slowly he 
rolled over on the brave youth, and now Dick was face 
downward, twisted painfully, and he felt his arms pulled 

- together behind him as in an iron vise. 

. It seemed all up with the brave lad! 

But now the man’s own comrade made a fatal error. 

“Youre taking too much time; maybe this here feller’s 

~, comrades will be along in a minute,” ‘said he. “Here, 

[ll give him a kmockout all right.” 

The man hauled off ‘with his heavy boot, and was just 

about to swing a coy kick Senet the side of Dick 
Daresome’s head. 
Such a blow might have fractured his skull, but Dick’s 
¢ noble roommate, who had stopped for a minute to watch 
the swift fray between the two contestants, now took a 
: hand. 
iby Straight at the man’s legs Sam threw himself. 

“No, you don’t, my jay friend,” said Sam, and he raised 

up suddenly, after having caught a lightning-quick but 
* thoroughly firm hold. 

Up in the air he leaped, and the other man toppled over 
backward, his head striking the hard earth with a thud. 

He lay there for a moment or half a moment breath- 
lessly and almost unconscious, Then he staggered groggily 
to his feet and rushed Sam. 

“Just what I want,’ thought that iil 

| Biff! He swung on the assailant, who was too dazed 
«./ from his sudden fall to guard himself well. Sam’s blow 
told with terrific force. 

‘The man sank to his knees with a groan as if he had 
been struck with a sledgehammer. Then he rolled over, 
el with pain, holding his hands to his head. | 
| earlier ae had he Laan him and Sennen the 
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Thrills ran down the boys’ backs, for this + was a aa 
some game—much more so than if the men had bean 
unmasked. But they did not stop to enjoy their thrills in’ 
silence. a 
They sped on with the swiftness of racers, and made 4 
as good time almost across the rough ground as if they 
were pacing against one of the nceaeyy Tecords on the, . 
running tracks. sacs 
At such a time one’s muscles are strained to a surprising 
activity. But the men.behind them zigzagged across the 
field as they saw these scurrying forms between the trees, 
“Stop or we'll kill you!” bellowed a deep voice. 
The boys kept on just the same. 
Bang! went a barking shotgun, and the hae of lead 
rattled above them among the bare branches of the trees, 
- “Dick, we’re in for it,” said Sam. “Those bullets can | 
run faster than we can.” | 4 
“TLet’s separate and that will fool them,” said Dick as 
he sped along like a deer. “You go to the right there 
toward those evergreen trees, and I’ll turn around this 4 
bend on the hill, Sam. We'll meet each other back toward 
the academy, this side of that brook.” 
The lads separated, and the pursuers dt in upon 
them, ‘with more shots after the speedy fugitives, 


some help and then | come back with numbers. There’s no 
need of running yourself into the noose again.” 

“That’s right,” said the man. “But where can I go? 
These men may be some of my closest neighbors.” 

Dick drew the man close to him and spoke in a low 
Voice so that neither of the Night Caps should hear the 
directions of advice. ~ 

“Run back through the woods toward Merrivale Acad- 
emy, friend—here to the north. The school is alarmed, 
and a great crowd of the boys are coming this way now. 
Meet them and bring them here to defeat these wretches. 
You have not a minute to lose.” 

“But what about you?” cried the man, wavering doubt- 
fully at this plan. 

He was a noble-fellow who would not thus leave his 
rescuer. 

“We will tie these fellows up and then run in the side 
direction to take them off your trail. We are both skilled 
athletes, and we can outrun any of these men,” said Dick 
confidently. 

“All right; I’m off; but be careful,” said the man, and 
he snatched up one of the guns which the ie Sg Cap had 
dropped on the ground in the tussle, 

The man disappeared in the trees in the direction of the 
castes Merrivale lads, who i in reality were only about, 

an eighth of a mile away. They had gone down the 
stream quite a way, losing time, but at last they found |. 
a ford across some big flat rocks. ' 

Then they came full tilt for the Paratis building, as 
Dick had directed. 

Daresome, snatching up one of the strands of rope, 
sprang toward Sam’s antagonist, and in a twinkling that | 
fellow was bound and flat on his face. 

The other man regained his feet, and saw the two 
strangers bending over his companion. 

He craftily determined to take no more chances with 
these resolute and wily fighters. 

“Vl run for the others,” Iuttered he, and the fellow 
set off toward the gang of distuPbers near the house with- 
out much ado. 

Dick whirled about as the man ran and saw that their 
quarry had escaped. 

“He will alarm the others, Come, Sais let’s tah the 
fastest wiggle on that we ever got!” cried Daresome, and 
the two youths leaped away. 

Sam snatched up the other gun which lay there, a double- 
barreled shotgun, and it ‘was well that he did go. 

The Night Caps were coming toward them now, for the 
report of this mysterious agit on their members had 
reached them. | 

“Where are they?” cried a hoarse-voiced ekie in the |. 

crowd which ran toward the scene of this little incident. 

_ “Death to the meddlers 1” fogs smother. oe) 
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A MAN HUNT WITH DICK AS GAME, 


Sam whirled about.at a quarter turn and a toward 
the evergreens, which he could see in the dim moonlight. 

“Well, this is like the old days when they hunted slaves, 
only there aren’t any bloodhounds,” sie Sam Thorpe 
as he leaped along. 

Now he had reached the shelter of the evergreens, and 
he was cut off from the view of the pursuers for an in- » 
stant. 

“Tf I keep on running they’ll see me again. I'll try a 
little Indian trick I’ve read about,” thought Sam. He : 
clambered up the first big pine tree he came to, and in a 
jiffy had hid himself in the thick shelter of the ne 
branches. 

The pursuing party split up when the two faut tad 
separated. One crowd went after Sam, but the largest 
bunch sped after Dick Daresome, for they saw that he 


| was making toward the more open ee and would He 
more easy to ct Nau Vv 
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Nos sous behind him eee ae Night Caps, and they 
stumbled through the clinging, swinging branches of the 
pine trees with exclamations of annoyance as the easinnss 
slapped them. : 


he “Doggone the rascal ie ie one burly fellow. “What's 
the) use of chasing him through this ?”” 
7 “That's right, Hank,” said another. “We might as well 
“go back to the gang, or there’s no telling what may 
‘ happen. What can have been done with Ben Palmer?” 
Po He's hiding around the woods back there, Ill be 
bound, ” said one of the Night Caps. “Let’s get back and 
: : see. There ain’t no use in chasing through this evergreen 
forest for that~feller, whoever he may be.” 
Looking around to make sure that there was no sign of 
their pursued, the men right-about faced and marched back 
_ in uneven file toward the farm buildings. 
“ Samy breathed easier, for it was a narrow escape. | 
< - “They came within ten feet of me!” he muttered to him- 
- self. “It’s a wonder they wouldn’t have thought of one of 
these trees—maybe I can turn the tables on them now!” 
Sam scrambled cautiously down from his perch of safety. 
_ He was sticky and dirty from the gum of the pine tree 
_ which was oozing around ends of branches. 
7 “Well, I’d rather be a’ little bit soiled up than to have 
my fatal gift of beauty taken away entirely. They wouldn’t 
. have done a thing to me,” said Sam. } : 
_ He chuckled to himself, and then started on a zigzag 
path to follow Dick Daresome’s mad chase. 
“Dick ought to run away from those fellows easily,” 
thought his roommate, “and I guess I'll scogt back into 
the woods here, as he directed. Dick Daresome is a good 
leader.” 


So Sam picked his way, from tree to tree, as he did not 
know who would spring out from some dark shadow of the 
i: pale moonlit grounds. : 


4 It was going very badly with Dick. The youth was 


learning the lesson(that all the ‘athletic training in the 
world is sometimes of small avail when one is running a 
race with death and danger Across: the bumps and hollows 
ofa wild country region, : : 
The men in pursuit were used to auch racing, more so 
than Dick, and. they an after the yeuth with dogged pel 
- sistence. 
“By Jove,” thought Dick,’ cits all up for me unless I 
work some foxy trick on them. Let me see, what can I 
dot inant : 
He was pacing along, with his second wind. But even 
that: valuable assistance to a runner was of slight help, 


| 7, 


DICK DARESOME HUN’ ‘ED. DOWN. 


for ba oneyetnes of ane Raat sad ‘ahs pipe: over 


ties aropped out,” gasped Dick, in an undertone, as he 4 4 


stumbled up a steep embankment. 
Looking back he saw that this was indeed the case, and 


the big number of the pursuers had thinned out notice-— 


ably. 
But a large number, as against his single strength, were 
still after him, with the determination of the weasel when 


it chases a young rabbit. 


““They’re not five hundred feet behind,” thought Dick sy : 


despairingly, as he looked back at the onrushing men. 
Their hoods bobbed gruesomely as they ran, and it gave 
the youth the queer feeling that he was being chased by 
a band of wandering ghosts or other spooky visitants of 
that sort. 

“Not a second to lose,” thought Dick, ae 
alarmed over this nearness, for he had not realized how 
slim his chances of escape had become. 

“Here’s a gully—maybe I can fool them!” thought Dick, 
as he ran down the slope from the high point. 

There before him ran a little gully, which in a few 
weeks more would contain a little brooklet. Just now, 


Dick saw in the deep little cut a chance for an artful . 


dodge. 
“Tt’s a dangerous Pe but they'll get me sure if I 


keep on this way. And besides,” thought the Merrivale : 
lad, “every step is carrying me farther away from help and 
the boys !” 

So with lightning quickness he dropped into this little 
gully. It was about four feet wide just at this particular 
point, and perhaps the same in depthe | 

Dick found it filled with dry leaves and brush, and he 
rapidly flattened himself down, concealing himself as much 
as possible in these bits of nature’s stuffing. 

“If they only think I’ve gone on into those trees!” 
thought Dick. 

His pursuers now came to -the top of the slope, and 
gave a series of wild yells, for they felt that their quarry 
was now within reach. 

‘hey had espied the youth when he rushed over the 
curve of the hill. . So now they exulted in the nearness of 
their capture of the youth. 

. “We've got that feller-cinched!” said one young Night 
Cap, as they sped along down the hill. 

“He's run into them woods,” said another, “We'll get 
him before he gets to the other side. Stick together, men, 
and keep a sharp lookout!” ' 

The Night Caps rushed down the hill, thinking that 
Dick had indeed sped onward into the shelter of the peer: 
by trees. They came to the gully. 

Dick could hear their footsteps as they rushed toward 
the very spot in which he lay concealed. 


| ~ One after another the men leaped across the gap, all un- 
behind aware of the youth’s ‘proximity. He breathed easier as : 2 


fo pat aay Mbit Lmat ot haan AHS 
INN éHLUV SS WRANUE dot oes er Ak Ed 


PEs Raat ORRIN AE ER 


a's . ~ LT PY eK TERR oe wy nares Se RN ee SETAE SAN oa a TAT SNS a8 ty Hage Rh: Rtrieye mit a f 7 Ty URTIINT ny t 
Wey Oo SUC oaks De 
MS. _ ve Py Aw = wr . + "he Tan at as Vania! , ’ a ‘ Soh * AS ¥ 
‘ ate ns TES | ‘ % =} * 
. cS - y 


3 - ek } ‘ 


he heard them starting aoe? on the other wa of the 
gully. | ’ 

“Well, it worked without trouble,” muttered Dick, and 
he began to clamber up to his feet. He intended a quick 
run back over his trail. 

Just at this juncture one ‘of the Night Caps seemed to 
have had a suspicion that all was not well. He turned 
back and was just gazing into the gully when he saw the 


moving form of Dick Daresome as the latter rose to his 
knees and elbows. 


The Night Cap leaped upon our hate s back without a 
word, and Dick was borne to the ground as if he had been 
struck with a rock from an old Roman catapult. 

“Q-o-h!” he grunted involuntarily, as it seemed that 
every single mite of breath was suddenly crushed out of his 
body. 

The Night Ca. armed with a club, began belaboring the 
Merrivale youth over the head with the weapon. This was 
_ too much for Dick’s patience, and despite the fact that he 
' was weakened and gasping from the unexpected blow of 
the other’s whole body, Dick ducked his head quickly. 

Then he straightened up his legs, exactly as, many of 
the readers may have seen a bucking horse do. The rider, 

in the present case the Night Cap, was thrown.over Dare- 
- some’s head. 


Then Dick leaped upon the fellow with all his strength. 

“Tl fix you,” he muttered, and his hands beat a tattoo 
on the fellow’s head, through the hood, which was of little 
protection in this case. 

“Oh—oh—let go™ cried the other, seeing that he had 
trapped himself by attacking this sprightly and vigorous 
young fighter. 

Dick pounded some more. 

“Enough!” cried the Night Cap. 


“T’ll give you.enough!” grunted Daresome, and he de-. 


livered a couple of skilful body blows that finished the |. 
work with artistic effect» The N cies Cap doubled up like 
a jack-knife. 

“Now for your dees ” said Dick. He felt in the fellow’s 
pockets, and fished out some rope’lengths. 
these night marauders were thoroughly prepared for trou- 
ble and prisoners was right. This fellow had enough rope 
‘with him to bind a dozen men. 

-“One will do,” thought Dick, and he whipped the cords 
around the fellows wrist before he had regained his 
breath. 


“Now, you lay there until I come back!” said Dick. He 


snatched the hood from the fellow’s head, slipped it over his. 


own and was up and off before the unlucky Night Cap 
realized what had struck him. 
“Tl see how good I am as a Night Cap, now,” tlonght 


DICK DARESOME HUNTED DOWN. 


His guess that. 


_ Dick, and he raced men fey toward the ines kes Stas od i 
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CHAPTER IV. 
DICK TRAPPED AT LAST. 
“Now for a nervy bit of gall!” thought Dick. “I may 
be the means of saving this poor fellow’s place. It is bad 


enough off now and needs some help.” 

Dick ran up the hill, leaving the Night Cap tied j in the 
gully. The fellow was rescued about half an hour later, 
when the disgruntled men returned after their vain chase 
for Dick. 

The language which was exchanged on the mabaect of 
the agile fugitive cannot be reproduced here, but at any 
rate the Night Caps were made to realize that even might 
doesn’t make a capture certain when the would-be victim 
keeps his wits. and his daring nerve with him. 

But let us follow the fortunes of Dick. 

That youth, after a dog-trot which covered the ground 
rapidly without the great exhaustion of a full running pace, 
came up close to the buildings of the farmer. 

Ben Palmer’s grain-bin was entirely burned to the 
ground by this time, and the barn was sparkling in several 
places from the little start given by fallen embers. 

“In another five minutes that will be afire,” muttered 
Dick. “I won’t stand to see horses and cows roasted alive, 
even if I risk my own skin.” 

The lad wended his way among the hobrishbtas Night 
Caps. His own protection, for the time being, at least, was 
assured because of the hood which made him Hei just like 
every other one of the gang. 

Dick spied a feed bucket standing by the  f of wien S 
horse-trough in the farmyard. 

“Tl put out that blaze on the side of the barn,” he 
jthought, and he rushed toward the building. The sparks 
were already going up, and little laps of tongue were lick- 
ing along the weatherbeaten wood. ‘ 

“T reckon Ben Palmer will remember this night for 
many a long year!” cried one man to Dick. 


.“*Yes, you bet he will, and he won’t be the only one 


to remember it!” said Dick in a deep voice as he, hurried 
past the fellow. | 


The man looked after Dick in surprise. The words 


seemed to have a double meaning, and yet the Night Cap 


did not catch on at once. 

But he saw this particular hooded one dash into the 
barnyard and in the twinkling of an eye throw bucketful 
after bucketful of water upon the pes ier of the flames, 
where the barn was threatened. 


“What's the matter with you?” cried the N ight ie 


rushing up to Dick. ‘ 
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_ “You're crazy, mate,” said he. “Let it burn—it will 


-reckless daring he swung the big horse bucket full of cold 


ohyer” 


~ comarades, who rushed for the couple. The big fellow 


he sprang away. The Night Caps looked over their shoul- 


CT. DIOR DARESOME HUNTED DOWN. 


seemed to have wings as he raced along. 
“JT guess I’m safe, after all,” muttered the youth, as a 


The maf rushed toward Dick. grim smile crept over his face. : 


/ 


game. From behind a fence corner right before him rose 


two dark figures. 
They were also Night Caps, and each carried a busine 

like-looking gun. : ; 
Daresome tried to swing away from them, but the men 

had him covered in a jiffy. | : 
“Stop, or we'll fill ye full of lead!” came the biting 


teach the feller a lesson!” a 
He reached forward toward Dick to detain the youth’s 


generous action, But Dick was not to be detained. With ; 


water ‘straight at the man’s head instead of at the barn. 


The fellow was caught full in the head with the cold 
stream of water, as it left the bucket with splendid aim for 
his head. | | 

“Wow!” yelled the man. “What d’ye mean, goldern 


words. 

Dick realized that he was too close for any possible chance 
of dodging their shots. So, with his usual good grace at 
submitting to the inevitable, our friend’ came to a dead 
stop. 

“Up with yer mitts!” came the voice of the other Night 
Cap, and our hero was wise enough to raise his hands with 


Dick laughed, and the man sprang at him, after tear- 
ing off the clammy, dripping hood. The fellow snatched 
Dick’s hood off at the same time, and our hero’s face was 


exposed to his gaze. 


} ~ alacrity. 
“Why, you ain’t a Night Cap at all! exclaimed the 


“Walk over here!” said the other. Z 

Dick approached the two, and by this time the rest of 
the Night Caps had reached them. 

“that’s the feller who let Ben Palmer loose!” ried one 
man. ‘ 

“FJe’s the one who punched me!” cried another, rushing 
at Dick. 

“Step back, there, Hank,” said the man who had cap- 
tured Dick. ‘We'll tend to this feller in a body. No per- 


man. 

Dick saw that the jig was up, and yet he felt that it was 
worth while to have saved the barn and the unfortunate 
animals which otherwise would have burned to death. 

“Hey, fellers, here’s a spy!” bellowed the man to his 


closed in on Dick. Our hero expected this and was ready 
with one of his famous Merrivale uppercuts. 
Biff! ) us : | 
The farmer was not expecting such a spirited return to 
the attack, and his guard was not enough to keep Dick’s 
blow from landing full force on his chin. 
“Wow!” he yelled again, this time sinking backward with 
‘a howl of long duration, like that of a dog which has been 
_ beaten in a fight on the street. 
“Here come the villagers!” yelled Dick Daresome, as 


to monkey with the Night Caps! We will!” 
Dick’s heart sank as his enemies surrounded him. 


toward the southeast. 

“Great Scott!” muttered Daresome; “every inch is far- 
ther away from Merrivale and my friends!” 

The Night Caps hurried him along. 

“What did you do with Ben Palmer? Which way did 
he. go?” inquired the leader of the band in a determined 
voice, which sounded most ominous to the captured youth. 
Dick replied not. | 

“We'll teach ye to answer us!’? cried the leader, and 
he advanced toward Dick Daresome with his gun up- 
raised. 


ders and could see no one. But they felt that discretion 
was the better part of valor, and they sprang away from 
the farm house. ; 
‘They went in hot pursuit of Dick Daresome this time, 
and our hero realized that it was indeed all up with him. 
“Well, I can do no more than show them a good bit of 
sport, anyway,” thought Dick. ae . , 
Freed from the hood, he leaped along over the level 
ground of the barnyard and came to the fence. This he 
vaulted with ease and grace. The Night Caps. were close: 
behind him, but they took longer to get over the obstruc- 
tion. | fat | 
Maybe I can distance them, after all,” thought Dick, 


on the outskirts. 


there—I can see them against the embers of that grain- 
house!” he said. 

The Night Caps, seeing that they were in growing dan- 
ger of being detected, rushed down the slope, and turned 


Alona 


him already. Don’t be so cruel as to burn up a lot of 
- live-stock.” — et : 
He swung another bucketful against the flames, and for 
the time being the barn was saved. ; 


He was indeed bi fine fettle, and seemed to have forgot-_ i 
ten all his rough experiences of the last half hour. He 


But just then the spirit of ill luck took a hand in the 


‘| sonal fights now—we ain’t got time. But we'll teach him 


He was quickly bound and then started down the hill © 7 


Just at this instant there was a cry from one of the men 


“Men, there’s a bunch of fellers around that fire back ; 
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- DICK DARESOME HUNTED DOWN, 


into a gully. They ran mslona this with their prisoner, and | the boy never said a word. The water was very cold. It : 

Dick by this time had lost all knowledge of direction. chilled Dick to the marrow. < ee : 
“They’re cutting us off in the south,” said one man. Indes! it seemed worse than when he weak in ioe the 

“We'd better hustle along.” first time, and yet our hero held to his intention, as firmly 
They did hustle, and at last after a run it Madea that} as a bulldog of breeding. 

they had. left the newcomers at the fire out of sight. “T won’t let them scare or freeze or burn. me tito sub- © 
Now at last they came to the same stream which Dick | mission,” thought Dick. : 

had crossed earlier in the evening. 


“We'll show this fresh young feller what we do to butt- | 
ims on our work!” cried the leader. 


“You bet we will! Here’s this rope! !? said another. 
A long rope was Manded out, and Dick could see that RESCUED BY MERRIVALE, — 
the men intended some savagesretribution for his interfer- | - ger 
ence. The moon had gone down b siinl the hile e ag ahd Dick’s teeth were chattering like telegraph instruments, 
the lanterns of the Night Caps gave almost the only light, and as the Night Caps finally dragged him up on the level 
as they. flickered balefully at the captured youth. . {of the bridge, they saw that their tactics were in vain. 
“Great Scott!” thought Dick, A can they be going to “We'll have to try some other way, Hank,” said one of 
hang me?” the rough fellows. “Let’s give him a little lashin’ just for 
? Joa, luck !” ee 
a ae Pe page’ te . ie “Good idea,” cried REORRET “We don’t much care what’s 
led toward a small foot-bridge which crossed the stream. ie i Ee ee ee ae eae ads 
ee te fit? pad one toe MARA has got his punishment anyway. He'll think before he 
tell us where Ben Palmer went?” a ee ee mel: 
“He shore will !” sang out a thee 


“OQ 4 ae es ee “We'll lash this feller, anyway.” 
suse geri . ses a : hg pe Re A whip was produced, and the tallest, brondact of the 
Dick still said nothing. He was hoping for help, but 
p men squared up before Dick to administer the pee: 
none seemed at hand. He determined that he would not be- 


CHAPTER V. 


Dick remained mute. 


: B ment. 
attey the whereabouts or plan of Ben Palmer, for then the| ,, Oh, jiminy!” thought Dick, “I am in fon A dashes: an id 
Night Caps would know what to expect. ; 
: completely this time. I guess I never will get out oe this 
“One more chance!” cried one of the men. ei | 


é is ox Seen ee P alive !” 
Dick said nothing, and then the youth was dragged, scuf- He lay there shivering with cold and anticipation of the 


fling 8 vainly struggling against his captors, across the terrible beating about to be given him. ; 
foot-bridge. 


Suddenly, just as the big Night Cap swung the fie lash, 
a gunshot rang out on the night air. © 


“Wow!” cried the man, clapping his hand to is loge. 


“Soak him!” cried one man, with uplifted hand. 

“We'll soak him—but another way,” laughed the leader. 

With the words, Dick was unceremoniously thrust under | « Who fired that birdshot 2? 
the railing of the foot-bridge, and shoved into dark waters 


; re He dropped the whip and yelled in pain. J ust. at this 
below. The cold of the icy current shot through him like instant another shot rang out from a phat very oe a 
a knife. 


hand, 
But the valiant boy would not complain, and he merely} “Boys, we’re attacked!” cried the leader, leaping toward 
held his breath, with eyes and mouth shut, while he was|the bank. This was the opposite side from which the shot 
held bobbing under the surface of the stream. j came. But he was destined to get one of the RPaue sur- 
It seemed as if he would never come up, but at last he | prises of his life. 
reached the surface again, and he breathed freely, although Bang! 
so stiff from the awful ordeal of this cruel dip that he] 4 gun went off from this direction, too! Alaiye 
eould hardly hold up his head for better inhalation. . _ “We're surrounded !” cried one of the N ight Caps. ‘He 
i “Oh, but this is terrible!” thought Daresome. “If only | wag right, 
the boys would come to my aid!” | From the woods on both sides of the stream poured 
“wil you tell now?” be | amany figures, armed with clubs and not a few guns, 
Dick was still silent. “Hands up, you cowardly N ight Caps! We’ ve. g 
The Night Caps hauled Dick up by means of dias rope, dead A idles y as a Maye which the bound : 
4 has then let him nae domn. into fg water saat But room: 


their own guns in the excitement. 

- They had not calculated on such a predicament. In- 
stead, they had come out to overpower a single man and 
_ frighten him inte submission with their numbers. 
We'll shoot you down like mad dogs if you don’t sur- 
~ render! came another resolute voice. It was that of Ben 
Palmer, the farmer who had been so ill treated. 

Pe. Bang! : : 

3 A shot from the gun which he carried crashed into the 
i lantern of the leader of the Night Cap brigade. That 
worthy did not know how well armed this increasing body 
of avengers might be. 


Vous 


? » With a wild yell he leaped into the stream from the 
fe bridge, followed by his men, as they tried to wade down 


the stream and elude the onrushing crowd. 


Sie oor 
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them while Palmer was asking for their help. 


All together they hurried toward Palmer's home, and 
they managed to trail on to the tail-end of the procession of 


_ the retreating Night Caps. 


“I know. what they’re going to do,” said Palmer, and 
‘so he ran on ahead of the crowd, taking a short cut for the 
bridge and getting on the other side before the Night Caps 
could reach it. Here with a growing crowd of Merrivale 
boys, for the whole school almost was out by this time, they 


a 


waited for the rascals. 


Dick had the comfort, after this change of attack, of 
‘lying on the bridge and seeing the Night Caps plunge into 


the same bitter-cold bath which they had given him. 


“Théy’re getting my medicine. I wonder how they like 


it?” muttered the youth. 


The brook had widened out considerably at this lower 
+ portion and was quite a stream, although not very deep. 
~* Phe Night Caps splashed along as fast as possible, trying 
to make for a point of land which protruded on the right 


» 


€ 


Xe, shore. 


“Follow them and show no mercy!” bellowed Ben 


- Palmer. 


The boys were not averse to this sport, and at least fifty 
boys went down each bank, arming themselves still further 
with clubs and stones, so that they might make it hot for 


the marauders. 
Bang! bang! 


™ 


The leader of the Night Caps let forth a double shot 
_ ‘./ from his shotgun, ‘but the splashing in the water and the 


coldness which it caused made the aim go sadly astray. 
| The pellets went high in air, and the bpys jeered. 


ht Caps as they sped along. 


The men whirled about hétter-skelter, some dropping | 


oP This party, or, rather, the two parties, consisted of the 
Merrivale lads who had followed Dick and Sam. The lat- 
ter, when he started back in the woods, had, encountered 


* “Let them have some rocks in return!” yelled Alan 
_ Brownson, and a shower of the stony missiles descended 
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“Ouch ! 

“Oh! oh!” nee. iia, 
TH men yelled with pain as the well-aimed rocks de- 
scended. They were in no way to retaliate, for those of 
them who had guns had thoughtlessly got the barrels ‘full 
of water, and the caps and cartridges would not respond 

to the help calls of the triggers behind them. 

“Get out, boys, and fight our way through!” cried the 
leader of the band, and, bedraggled and wet, they strove to 
obey his command. ; | 

But as they rushed toward the bank, the Merrivale lads 
closed in upon them. A terrific struggle ensued, in which 
the Night Caps were outnumbered woefully. ‘ed 

Meanwhile, it would have been an unpleasant wait for 
Dick Daresome, during this festal activity, if his thought- 


ful friend had not rushed to his relief. 


Dick lay on the foot-bridge, beund with the tough ropes, 
and wet to the skin. Sam whipped out his pocketknife and 
the blade made short work of the bindings. 

“You are a wonder, Sam, old fellow,” said Dick. “If 
you hadn’t hove in sight I’d have been a member of the 
Down and Out Club.” 

The youth smiled gratefully, but at first was unable to 
rige. unaided. 

“Say, Sam—you’ll have to give me a boost,” cried he at 
last weakly. “I’m about all in right now—from cold and 
those kind bits of treatment that the Night Caps gave me.” 

Sam swung a stalwart arm-under the weakened youth, 
and helped him-to a standing position. 

“Ah, now I’m feeling better already,” said Dick reso- 
lutely, as he braced himself against the rail. 

The sight that met his eyes as he gazed down the river 
made him feel better still. Some of the Merrivale lads 
had captured the lanterns of the Night Caps. Others had 
captured the men themselves, with only one or two excep- 
tions, and Dick could tell from the glad shouts of his 
comrades and the waving, whirling lights that they had 
indeed made a victory. 

“@et’s get down there and find out exactly what they 
have done,” cried Daresome, now invigorated by his stretch 
and the freedom of his limbs. x 

The noise increased. 

“Hurray! Merrivale! Merrivale! Merrivale! rah! rah! 
rah !”? came the lusty-lunged chorus. 

“We had better hustle or we'll lose out on the game,” 
said Dick, and he started as fast as he could toward the 
end of the bridge. e | 

“Qareful, now, Dick,” cautioned Sam, for he feared that 
his friend would overdo himself after the terrific strain 
through which he had passed. 

Dick, however, was gaining strength with every step, and 
the excitement gave him fresh.energy. The lad rushed on- 
| ward, and then turned down the bank. ASR 
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When he reached the scene of the struggle he learned 
that his fondest hopes had been realized. | 

“Ah, we've got the rascals!” cried Ben Palmer. ** The 
ringleader escaped, but I have a score of the cowards who 
burned down my grain house!” 

“Hurray!” cried Dick. “I’m glad you worked the trick ! 
Good for you!” 

Ben Palmer drew closer to Daresome, and holding up 
one of the lanterns let the rays fall on the lad’s face. 

“Well, well! Here’s the brave lad who turned the tide 
of battle for me!” cried he. 

- We will fix him for it!” snarled one of the bound Night 
Caps near by, hearing the words, 

«““No, you won’t!” laughed Dick with spirit. “You fel- 
lows will get about all the attention you want from the State 
authorities during the next ten years or so.” 

The Merrivale lads laughed with their leader. 

“What do you mean?” cried ‘the leader of the Night 
Caps in a hoarse voice. 

“Mean?” shouted Ben Palmer, restraining himself with 
difficulty from striking the man. “He means what we all 
mean! You scoundrels will be punished for arson—and 
for attempted murder! You cowardly dogs, that will fix 
you for quite a while!” 

The man let fly a volley of profane words. 

“Shut up, you hound!” said the farmer angrily. “We've 
had enough of your evil-mouthed language. You can talk 
to the jury and the judge.” : 

The Night Caps began another tirade, all of them join- 
ing in a round of abuse. But they were wrong in their 
reckoning. For Ben Palmer was in no mood to stand this 
verbal attack, after the other indignities he had aa up 
with during the evening’s adventures. 

“Take that, my gabby friends!” he shouted, and he 
brought the same blacksnake whip.which had been used 
upon him across the legs of the nearest Night Cap. 

“Murder !” yelled that worthy. 

Again the whip curled around the shoulders and arms 
of another marauder. & 


Dick was puzzled. It was too large a crowd of prison- 
ers to take in any sort of vehicle that could be obtained, 
“J think the best thing would be to go for some of the “4 
village officials up in Merrivale village. Don’t you?» = 
The farmer nodded. | 
“That's just the ticket. I hadn’t ibaahi of that. Well, 
will any of you lads help me further in this matter? Iwish « 
some of you would volunteer to go to the village for help.” 

“T will,” said Dick. “It will give me a chance to pass 
the dormitory and get some dry clothes on. I’m as wet asa 
sailor in a fishing dory on a rainy night—and they say 
that’s the wettest that is.” | 

The farmer gave him a good-natured shove. 

“You run up and change your clothes, and let some of 
the other boys speed on to the village. You are all worn 
out with what you’ve done, and some of them eatin done 
a thing but holler as loud as possible.” : 4 

Sam sprang up. ) 

“T’ll go up with Dick, and then on to the village. We 
will stop for him on the way back.” : 

“Tl go, too,” said Skinniman Perkins, the big fat chap 
who was captain of the Merrivale football team, and noted 
as much for his great strength as for his he@viness. 

““Me, too,” said Alan Brownson. 

“All right, lads, start right away. . You want to hurry, 
for there’s no telling when one or two of them fellers who 
got away will come back for a rescue,” said Palmer. 

“We'll only touch the high places,” said Dick. 

They started off toward the academy, while with an es- 
cort of two lads Palmer walked rapidly up the hill to see 
how his own place was faring. 

The rest of the Merrivale crowd remained on guard over 
the prisoners, and built a big bonfire to ae themselves 4 
warm. 


“Good-by, Dick. Yon did great work,” called one of 
his friends in the crowd. ‘ 
“Nothing of the sort,” said Daresome, i his usual ” 


modesty. “Sam was the hero of this surprise ales 80 
don’t blame me.” 
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Another yell went up, and the lads laughed until] the} But the lads all knew that Dick had had the b Mleseant : 
tears came. These Night Caps were the loudest squealers| part and had stood the dangers of the trying situation in 
when their own tricks were applied to them. a manner which indeed made him a hero. 

“This will teach you a lesson, or I’m mistaken,” cried} And the lad was destined for other arduous tasks still 
Palmer, hurrying around. this very evening. 

He swung the whip now here, now there, and in a short MEN Rh 
time had rewarded every miscreant with an equivalent for 

_ the blows he had received egrlier. , ate CHAPTER VI. 
“T ought to have you all lashed to a finish, ( sad he, “but 3 q 


e 


we've got other work on hand.” RESISTING TEMPTATION. 


V He turned to Dick Daresome, who stood by watching this 
Ze scene of mild but painful retribution. | 

_ -#My boy, how can I get these men into the hands of 
| finstice, now?” he asked. cee! 


Dick separated from his friends at the dormitory to 


bhrige his clothes, while iii! sae: on tovrarl the village 
of Merrivale. 
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_ “My, but that was a rough cnisiies,” ibe the | 


E youth as he rushed for the shower-bath room at. the end 


Ror the corridor. 


steaming water helped him wonderfully to regain fresh- 


7 


J 


‘ 


r 


ness and vigor. 


“Twas almost knocked out by. that rough treatment, 43 
said Dick to himself. “Well, every fellow in this life has 
+o meet such experiences, and I think the more bumps a 
fellow has when he i is young the fewer he has when he 
gets older.” 

- The youth was quite a philosopher, as this speech would 
show. But even philosophers get very, very exhausted. — 

After a hot, refreshing bath, Dick, decided that it would 
be a very wise thing for him to lie down and rest until 


Sam and the others returned on the way back from the 


village. 


It was well that he took this little nap, for he sprang 
up very much refreshed when his roommate dashed into 
the room three-quarters of an hour later. 

“Old hoy, we have Constable Sparrowgrass, and a lot 
of the village men, sworn in as special deputies. They, are 
allearmed to the teeth, and I reckon that they will be able 


to handle the night gents for all they are worth.” 


Dick, who had lain down in his clothes, now slipped hur- 
riedly into his coat and hat, jus for the next bit of 
excitement. 

“T guess they won't ie as easy to bring. hack as old Con- 
stable Sparrowgrass thinks, But we will help, just the 
same,” said Dick, “and maybe we can be of some use, after 


all. 99 f 
/ 


-' he boys now hurried after the others, a. had not 


ae 


waited for Sam to get his friend. 

As they went with quick steps down the hill Pe the 
vale far behind the academy grounds, Sam walked before 
his friend. Dick was directly in the rear, following him 


* 
_ pace for pace. 


we like an assailant, and yet nothing happened. 


he 


| stopped on the instant and sprang back to the side of his 


at the wood, and there was no reply to Dick’s query. 
ye oe 20 on ate at our Fete. i! guess I must carta 


Suddenly Dick felt a touch on his arm, and he leaped 
sideways in natural surprise and alarm. 

A dark figure was there, beckoning to Dick for silence. 
But our hero was not in the mood to run into another trap 
unwittingly. 

“Sam, turn back quick! 1” he called. His roommate 


friend. The lads, back to back, waited for an attack. 
‘They happened to be in a dark part of the woods, and 
they could not see much before them. Every tree looked 


“What do you want?” cried Dick, for he was certain that 
‘he had seen the man beckoning to him. 
‘The \tranger, however, had disappeared into the depths 
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Here he took a hot shower, and the| 


been having a pipe dream, ssid We had better catch up 
with the others.” 

The boys began to advance cautiously down in the di- 
rection of the stream, where not more than two hundred 
yards away were the Merrivale boys and the prisoners. 

The constable and his men by this time baa have 
arrived on the scene. 

“Stop where you are!” cried a deep voice from the woods 
on their right. 

The boys kept silently on, but their footfallsson the ‘a 
brush and twigs on the ground betrayed. their progress. 

“Stop in your tracks or you'll die there!” yelled an- 
other voice close at hand. » 

All this was in the darkness of this little grove, and 


the lads could only guess at the position of the speakers, - 


for the shadows spread over the whole place in such a 

manner as to make observation impossible. | 
“What do you want?” cried Dick. “Are you trying some 

more of the Night Cap tactics? We don't raise any grain 


to sell to the trust, you know.” 


There was a. coarse laugh at these ae 

“You're one of the flip students, all right!” said the 
same voice. ‘Well, we ain’t trying no Night hl game on 
you boys if you listen to reason.” 

Dick was puzzled. 

. “What do you mean?” he asked, while he and Sam 
knelt down low on the ground to dodge any shots that 
might be directed at the level of their heads. 

“Well, are ye willing to listen to reason, or are ye so 


smart that you’re going right on with your friends?” asked ° 


the voice with a sort of gruff humor. 

Dick was nobody’s fool. He saw that something unusual 
was in the air and he determined to take the best advan- 
tage possible: of whatever might offer. i 

“Speak up, old scout!” said the youth with a-daring 
laugh. He was not going to show any symptom of the 
white feather, even in such a serious and one-sided pre- 
dicament. For the lads had no weapons, except those of 
nature and gymnasium training. 

However, they were both gifted. with: an unustally large 


amount of that commodity called “nerve,” and so they | 


waited for fate to get busy. 

“What’s your game, my invisible frind? If children 
should be seen and not heard, you must go on the rule that 
old folks should be heard and not seen. How about it?” 


Dick laughed as he spoke, and his humor seemed to. 


surprise the concealed men, for it was evident that there 


were more than one. 

“Well, you're a fresh kid. But maybe that’s what will = 
answer our purpose,” said one of the men who had not | 
“Now, do you bes : 


yet spoken in the queer conversation. 
want to earn one hundred dollars apiece?” 
Dick laughed at the absurdity of the whole thing. 


i 


, i —_ 
“Th (ARREST? Set = Sure: Saco SOIT: BT ONIN RR PONCT eon ae ere 


_. why don’t you get down to business? What’s. the reason 
you want us to take all this risk ourselves? Who is this 
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man 
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“What are you nk stranger? Are you a aoael 


fiend? This is not the place to talk business,” he said. 

“Yes, it is,” said the man. “It’s the exact place, all 
right. Now, if you want to earn one hundred dollars each, 
it’s a very easy thing. But if you don’t you'll lose a lot 
more than the hundred dollars.” 

“What’s the joke? Speak out,” said Dick craftily. “We 
hayen’t seen a hundred dollars for so long that we’d hardly 
know it when we saw it.” 

The man seemed to think that our hero was of a mer- 
cenary turn of mind, for after a murmured conversation, 
which the boys could hear but not understand, he con- 
tinued: in 

“Ti you lads do as you’re told you'll find a bag with two 
hundred dollars in it hid under the end of that foot-bridge 
down in the hollow to-morrow noon-time. Are you game?” 

Dick nudged Sam, and then answered back with spirit. 

“We're game for anything that is game, too. _What’s 
your scheme, that should be worth so much money ?” 

The hidden men seemed ‘to think that the boys were 
coming around to their mysterious plan. 

“Well, it’s just to cut the bindings on the arms of the 
leader of the Night Caps who is captured down there in 
the brook valley,” said the man. | 

Sam started to snap out some refusal, but Dick arte 
him for silence. 

“Well, that’s pretty risky,” said our hero, as if se were 
considering the matter. “What do you want us to do that 
for, anyway?” 

“We're friends of him,” said one of the hidden men. 
“And we want to get him free. We’ll attend to the rest 
~—all you boys have to do is to manage to cut his bonds 
when he’s going up the lane to Merrivale village. We 
heard the constables talking over the line of march ‘when 
they passed through these woods.” 

Dick was astounded at the daring of the men. 

“Are you in the Night Caps also?” asked our friend in- 
nocently. 

“No; but we know from one of the men who got away 
that our friend is in a bad way. It’s all on account of one 
of those fresh students of yours. What’s that fellow’s name 
—Dick something or other? We'll get even with him if we 
find his name!” 

Our hero chuckled in amusement. 

“Well, you men are nervy, too!” said he. “You want me 
to peach on a fellow in my own school !” | 

“Will you do as we ask? Cut this monkey business out!” 
said the first speaker impatiently. 

Dick laughed insultingly. 

“You men are not as smart as you think you are. But 
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“He's the head of the Night Cap Association all 0 over the 
State,” said the man. 

“Don’t blab so much, Bill!” sen a warning voice 
near him. 

“Well, that doesn’t mean anything to us,” said Dick. 
“But what will you do if we won’t do this for you?” 

The man was evidently coming nearer them in the 
woods, which were almost perfectly dark, except for a few 
gleams of far-away sky grayness to the south. 

There were several ominous clicks, which told the lads 
that a number of guns were being trained upon the posi- 
tion they were supposed. to occupy. 

Dick pulled Sam flat on his stomach, and tien our hero 
raised up daringly himself for a final word. 

“Well, friends, you are a bum lot! Go ahead and do 
your worst—and if it’s any pleasure for you to know it, 
I’m the fellow who brought about the capture of your 
leader; and my name is Dick Daresome!” Pi 

With these words, he and Sam, like Indian warriors, 
rolled over flat on the ground. 

Bang! Bang! Boom! 

A volley of shots rang out directly over their heads, 
and the bullets and shot pellets rattled through the shrub- 
bery, but the two lads were unharmed for the minute. 

“Now, Sam,” whispered Dick, “let’s hit the trail!” 

The lads wriggled toward the direction of the brook, 
where their friends would save them. At the same in- 
stant the hidden marksmen rushed toward the spot where 
they believed their victims had fallen. 

“Our chance,” said Sam, as they heard the scramble of 
the men, and the two boys, now some distance off, leaped to 
their feet and fled for life! 

It was desperate—as desperate a ‘chante: as aise Dare- 
some had taken in many a day. 

But that brave youth knew that a danger well ne is 
a danger three-fourths conquered. 

“Gee! but they’re hot after us!” said Sam. 

This was true., 


\ 
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CHAPTER VII. > 


BAFFLING THE PLOTTERS. 


Dick and Sam scurried along in a sort of wobbly way, 
for they wormed in and out between the trees so as to 
avoid any pot-shots that the conspirators might send after 


them. 


This was wise, for had they taken a straight line they 
would have made of themselves easy targets, 

“Duek, Dick!” cried Sam, and our hero swung hehind 
a big tree just as another | was sent after them. 
ital oa 


‘This was another narrow escape, but our two friends 


the limbs of both youths, Instead of falling, they came to 
the fence and like a machine with two perfect parts they 


« had become so used to narrow escapes by this time that 

‘ they were hardly thrilled by them, The two lads were in- 
tent on getting safely to their friends, . and yet they did 

| not feel paralyzed with fear under the straining circum- 

_ stances. 

be: quick dash!” grunted Dick, and again they essayed 

- the run ‘for the open: 

“At last we’ve clear ground before us!” said Sam. 

,  “Yes—it’s a different way from the way we came be- 
fore, but we will make it,” said Dick, as they sped along, 

Behind them raced the friends of the captive Night Caps, 
who saw that they had made a sas error to pany, with 
the youths. 

But, for this race, Dick and his roommate had an op- 
portunity to show their mettle as speeders. The way 
now was smooth before them, and, better luck still, they 
‘struck the pathway which led to the foot-bridge. 

“Over the fence and we’ve a straightaway !” cried Dare- 

- gome as he rushed for the rail fence which separated the} 
field from this roadway. 

“Better climb it, Dick,” said Sam. 
ble now.” 

“No,” said Daresome, “we must take a chance Ni a Tun- 
ning jump—for that saving in time’ will save us.’ 

Bang! Bang! 

Two more shots tang out in their rear, passing near 
them, but luckily not striking them. 

“They're not very good on their aim. We'd better get 

~ away while it’s opportune,” said Dick. k 
“All right; l’m game if you are,” said Sam with dis: 
termination. 

The two lads ran straight for the rail fence. It seemed 
to grow visibly higher as’ they neared it. At first sight 
it seemed only about three feet high, but as they ap- 

- proached it grew amazing tall. 

‘ “It looks as high as a brick wall,” thought Daresome, 
as he realized that the slip of a foot or the twist of an 
ankle would mean almost certain death from the desperate 
men in his rear. 

“T don’t believe I can make it,” thought Sam mourn- 
fully as he rushed toward the looming fence. He, too, was 
losing his nerve and realizing what a bitter attempt it- was. 

Yet each lad was so fond of his friend that neither 

would risk the safety of his mate by seeming to yield. 

“If I stop now it will scare Sam,” thought Dick Dare- 

, some, as bravely on he ran.. “I'll take it though it’s the 

last act of my life, for I wouldn’t want to queer Sam.” 

“My being a quitter would cause Dick to fail, so I'll 

die game,” muttered Sam Thorpe, as he dashed valiantly 

, on, with the noble aim af helping his friend even at his 

_ own cost, _ 
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that Dick Daresome !”” 


leaped high in air. 


“Hurray!” cried Dick as he cleared the obstacle much 


easier than he had hoped for. - 


“Whoopee!” shouted Sam, doing the same. 
‘They landed on the other side of the fence, on the es 


road, The reader does not have to be told that Dick and 
Sam made a record heat cn Lal that smooth path to the 
distant bridge. 


On, on they raced, and the thwarted pursuers gave up 


the chase when they reached the fence. 


“We're beaten men,” said their spokesman “We'd bet- 


ter clear out of here altogether, for those two fresh young- 


will warn the constables. But we'll get even with 


“He was a fool to give himself nag? said another. . 
“Yes; we'd never have known who he was if it hadn’t 


been for his bragging,’* said one of the three. 


“Well, we may get even with him, and we may not, 


said the leader of the little team, “but I want to say z: 
don’t think that boy is a braggart. He’s jest spunky as all 
get-out, and I admire him for it!” 


“You're right, Jim,” said one of the others. 
The three men lost no time in their disappearing act, 


and in another minute they had apparently melted into 
the darkness of the woods. 
get away as best they could before they too should fall into 


the trap of justice. 


They took their opportunity to 


Dick and Sam, seeing that they were not pursued, and 


beholding the campfire of their friends on the bank of the 
brook, now slowed down for breath. 


As they reached the bridge, Dick laughed. 


“What’s the joke, Dick?” asked his friend. “I think 


we've had an experience that isn’t much of a laughing mat- 


ter.”’ 


Daresome pointed down to the corner of the bridge. 
“T was. just thinking of that two hundred dollars that 


was to be waiting for you and me under this very same 


bridge. Can’t you see pictures of that bunch of rascals 


paying real money for any help like this?” 


“Why, Dick,” said Sam, “I think they would have - 
played fair enough at that—only we don’t want dirty 
money of that sort. We can get all we need in a clean, 
honest way.” 

“You bet we can,” replied his roommate, “and that — 
isn’t much, either, for money isn’t the whole thing in this 
world, Sam. But I'll tell you what I think about business 
deals of that sort, Sam. That is, if you want to hear.” 

His friend spoke up with indignation. | 

“Of course I want to hear,” said he. 
think, Dick?” 


re What do you 


“Well, I bi think this—I don’t believe that there is — 
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| “What was it, Dick?” inquired Alan ee \ 
“Yes, lad, I ought to know, for I’m the constabule,” 


any honor among crooks, in spite of the old axiom. I 
don’t believe that a desperado would keep a promise of 
that sort, for a man who was so low-down and contemptible 
as to burn a helpless farmer’s building before his very 
eyes, and to threaten his helpless wife and children—that 
man wouldn’t go to much trouble to pay a promised bill.” 

“You are right, I believe,” said Sam thoughtfully. “It 
all gets back to money, anyway, doesn’t it?” 

“Tt certainly does. They are risking their necks with 
their crookedness and their cussedness, all for money. 
Do you think lass’ d pay for something they already had? 
Never !” 

“Dick, you’ve got the game right,” said Sam. “It 
doesn’t pay to trust a sharper in any walk of life.” 

“Tt doesn’t—and we didn’t,” said Dick, langhing. “So 
I reckon we’re ahead of the game. And we have some 
information that will make the leader of.the Night Cap 
order sit up and take notice. You just watch a little trick 
I’m going to work on him.” eee 

Dick and Sam had now rejoined their comrades gath- 
ered around the fire. Ben Palmer had arrived there just 
a few minutes before from his trip of investigation at his 
farm. a 

“Tt’s all quiet up there,” said he, “and I have you to 
thank, my friend, for saving my barn. My wife-was peek- 
ing out of the kitchen window and she saw you do it at 
the risk of your own life.” 

The farmer rushed up to grasp Dick’s hand with a fer- 
vid grasp of gratitude. | 

The Merrivale lads gave a cheer. 

“Good for Daresome!” they cried for their popular 
schoolmate. But Dick would have none of it. He held 
up his hand with a serious expression. : 

“Boys, I appreciate your good will, but there are seri- 
ous things ahead of you to-night still. Did you hear that 
shooting up in the woods?” 

“Yes. What was it, Dick?” 

“Tell us about it, Daresome.” 

“Were you in more trouble, Dick?” 

The youth tried to talk, but the questions came so thick 
and fast for an instant that he could not get in a word 
edgewise. At last ne found the opportunity to speak, and 
speak he did. 

“Well, if you think that all the Night Caps around here 
have been corraled you are mistaken—they tried to make 
us loose these prisoners.” 

At Dick’s words the prisoners began to prick up their 
ears and look up toward the dark hill with wistful ex- 
pressions, showing how they hoped for some rescue. 

Daresome laughed at their glances. 

“It doesn’t do any good, gentlemen,” said he with a 
smile, divining their thoughts, “for pik lost out on their 


ft 


of imitation of Fort Sumter. 
Daresome could hardly restrain himself and i serious 


give a surprise to the leader of the Night Caps. 

“T’ll tell you, constable,” said he echt ‘f You have a 
most valuable prisoner here.” | 

He glanced toward the leader, a tall, square man, with 
thick mustache and glittering, evil eyes. The man looked 
away nervously because he detected a menace in Dick’s 
tone. . 

“You have here the leader of the whole Night as or- 
ganization throughout the State, constable!” cried Dick. 
“And this man is guilty as leader in a score of outrages 
all through this part of the country. He is the most 
desperate character in this part of the United States!” 

This speech was bravado, for Dick was trying to entrap 
the fellow into a betrayal of himself. 

“Tt’s a lie!” cried the man. “I’m not the leader—I’m 
just head of the council] !’’ , 


that confession before witnesses? He has given himself 
away, and it is because he is betrayed by his friends.” 

Ben Palmer clapped-the youth on the back with a ery of 
heartiest approval. . | 

“You're a brick, my boy!” said the farmer. “But how 
did you worm this secret out? This is enough to send him 
to the penitentiary for the rest of his life as the scoundrel 
deserves.’ 

Dick became modest again. | 

“Well, it wasn’t to my credit, for some of his men tried 
to bribe Sam and me to let him loose. They offered us a 
hundred dollars apiece to set this man and you can 
just bet that we didn’t bite.” 

The leader of the Night Cap crtidl “as starting again 
on his streams of profanity. 

“Cut that out!” cried the constable. “We're going to 
take you men right up this road now, and you ain’t going 
ter give us none of yer lip, or I’ll wallop ye within an inch 
of yer lives!” 

The valiant constable, casting prudence mf the winds, 
much to the admiring surprise of the lads, marched on at 
the head of the assembled forces up the path. 

“Let ’em come at me if they dare!” said he. “I’ve been 
lookin’ for just such a chance ter make myself famous, any- 
way. I’ll blow ’em off the hill if they try to, baci a 
my prisoners !” aN, 

The Merrivale lads and the armed are deputies 
marched along on either side of the prisoners. 

It was a curious procession which left the s 


i 


ni , of the 


yaa anal, Vt 


at the old constable’s pompous manner, but he wanted to 


“Ha! ha!” cried Daresome triumphantly. “Do you hear 


said the warlike Mr. Sparrowgrass, bristling” up in a sort om 


os 
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“Well; boys, good-night,” said Ben Palmer. “I’m go-| “Not exactly, constable,” said our friénd; “and yet it 4 
ing back to guard my place again. I reckon there won’t | looks more comfortable than some I’ve heard of.” 


y be anything doing in the Night Cap line for some time to] “We had better be getting back to bed,” said Sam. 
“You know it’s getting very much into the wee small 


i come. Handle them gently, Good-night!” : 
-. He went back toward his farm with silent amusement. | hours, Dick Daresome, and we've classes to-morrow morn- 
ing, which we can’t afford’ to sleep through.” 


He had lost a neat sum that night, but his revenge was : 
, Dick looked at him with a start of surprise and vexation. = 


“Great Scott, Sam, but I am surely a dope! I gotso 
worked up over this business that I had no idea what was 5 
happening, nor how time was seeding. Let’s get back to) 
bed, for we’re all fagged out.” ‘ 

The strain and excitement had been keeping the boys . 
up, but when they started back toward the dormitory they ; 
realized that they were thoroughly worn out with their 
varied experiences. 3 

At last, after what seemed a journey of ten miles, instead 
of the really short time, the Merrivale lads reached their 
quarters, and it took them a surprisingly short time to 
peel off their clothes and scramble into the comfort of 
the downy bedclothes. : | 

“Oh, my! but this feels good,” said Dick, half asleep as 
he struck the bed. ; 

“Yes—it seems better than fighting Night Caps,” replied 
Sam. ia oe 

“Say—-we came out victorious this time, and I hope we 
won't see any more of those Night Caps for a long, long 
while to come,” said Dick Daresome.  , : 

“J don’t believe we. will,” said Sam, making a guess } 
which proved to be right, for the lesson taught the rough 
element was one which lasted a long period. 

“@ood-tight,” said Dick, and in another minute, it 
seemed to Sam, his roommate’s regular breathing gave evi- 
dence that nature was doing some quick repair work on 
the youth’s exhausted frame. | a 

“Poor old Dick!” said Sam drowsily, “he needs it, for 
he bore the brunt of the rough-house to-night.” 

Then Sam drifted off to Nod himself. 

Next morning the boys were aching in every muscle and 
bone from their long runs, which had taxed their strength 
more than they realized at the time. 

“@Qolly, Sam,” said Daresome, “we had better go into the 
eymnasium of the Academy and limber up this afternoon, 
for we are going to that dance at the Girls’ Academy over 
on Greenvale Island to-night, you know.” 

“Jumping Jehosaphat!” answered Sam. “TI should say 
we will have to take some sort of treatment, for I feel as 
if I had run a Marathon race on my hands and knees.” 

The youths went to breakfast, and passed through the 
class and lecture periods of the day with a good deal of dis- 
comfort. | 

“ Anyway, we are not the only tired, lazy-looking, stiff- 
walking old war-horses in the school,” said Daresome with . 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


A ROMANTIC RIVALRY. 


The Merrivale boys escorted the captured Night Caps to 
the village without further incident. ‘he ones who had 
not been captured decided to make the best of their op- 
portunity to escape. , 

“Who are all these men?” asked Dick of the constable 
as they walked along. | 

“Well, lad,” said he, “I’ll tell you. They are the worst 

of the farmers in this here part of the country. They 
are the ne’er-do-wells, who are sore when other folks is 
making money. So them kind of fellows is the fust to jine 
_ any movement against the well-to-do.” 
Dick nodded. — 
’  “T thought a8 much,” said he. “It’s Night Caps in the 
country and anarchists in the city. I suppose just human 
nature with the measles, wherever it is.” 


_ The constable continued : 
“Yes, I’ve seen a good many on ’em—they’re all the 


same. These here mysterious orders start out well, but they 

go to seed. In the fust place, maybe they was fighting a 
trust, but in a little while it jest became with these fellers 
that they’d try to ruin the successful men so they could 

. get more money for their own wares.” | 3 
“How. about that leader?” asked Daresome. “He’s 
rough and mean-looking—he doesn’t look like a real 


% 


+, '.) farmer.” 
“That feller is one of the worst men in this part of the 
country,” said the constable. “He comes from the moun- 
*’ tainous region up tle Greenvale, and is said to be a terror 
up there. We ain’t never caught him dead to rights be- 
fore, so I guess we will put him where the dawgs won't 

_ keep him wakeful 0’ ponent?) 
x The score or more of captured ruffians were at last in- 
earcerated in the Merrivale lock-up. ‘That institution was. 
- none too roomy, but the constable managed the trick satis- 

-. factorily to all but the prisoners. 
cy “They ain’t going ter be very comfortable,” said he 
-with a laugh. “But. this ain’t no Noo York hotel, any- 


way. Is-it, boys?” 


ae Dick studied the bare rooms of the lock-up, with the 
floor, which were seldom occupied 
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‘DICK DARESOME HUNTED DOWN. 


a laugh as he nudged Sam. “Look at old ‘Siianiainn Per- 
kins y? 

The heavyweight lad had done some remarkable cross- 
country running the night before to get to that fire, and 
he was pretty well lamed up. He was the prize football 
player of the Academy, despite his weight, but the football 
season of training had ended i in the late tall and this was 
spring. 

So his wind was not as good for long runs ag it should 
be. The poor chap hobbled along with a comical look of 
discomfort. 

“Oh, ho! So you’re laughing at me, are you?” he called 
to Dick. “Well, I don’t see any medals on your chest, 


_ Dick. — fellow who took part in that wild-goose 


chase of yours last night looks the worse for wear to-day.” 

“Don’t forget that dance to-night,” said Sam. 

“Great Scott! Ill have to exercise and limber up,” said 
Skinniman. 

“There will be quite a crowd there getting into train- 
ing,” said Dick, and he was right. After the late classes 
had been finished a bevy of the Merrivale lads were to be 
seen wending their way to the gymnasium and the running 
track. 

For an hour or more they practiced running, and exer- 
cises with the horse, the bars and the dumb-bells. 
they all took steaming-hot shower baths, and one by one 
emerged fresh and rosy from this natural medical treat- 
ment. 1 

“How do you feel, Dick?” asked Sam, as the two left the 
gymnasium of the school. 

“Like a gladiator just ready to fight the lions,” said our 
friend. “TI guess we will be able to trip the light fantastic 
to-night without having to trip up our partners to do it— 
won’t we, Sam?—you old lady’s man!” 

“You bet we will, and I’m going to lay my glad rags 
out this minute so we can dress after an early supper.” 

The boys made ready for the evening’s entertainment. 

After the meal they hurried up to the room, and as they 
were putting on their garments a knock came at the door. 

‘ “Who's there?” asked Sam. : 

“It’s Joshua,” came a voice, and the old janitor came 
into the room. 
’em up to the village as you directed.” 

“Why, what’s this?” cried Sam in surprise, as he saw the 
old fellow place two large boquets on the table. 

' “JT just thought we might as well show the girls a little 
favor, and so I paid Joshua to get these flowers from the 
florist up in the village. I guess they look pretty good, 
don’t they, Sam?” asked Dick with natural pride, as he held 
up the beautiful blossoms to view. 

“You bet they do, Dick—only you “gone let me pay for 
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“No, ‘ps, this is my treat—to you, and part et it 


Then | 


“Here’s them flowers, Mister Dick. I got. 


favor some time. I like to do things that Pi don't 
expect sometimes—don’t you?” 

“You're va great roommate,” said Sam as le turned to 
strugele with an obstinate collar button. 

“Thanks for this trouble, J oshua,” said Dick. 
kept that extra change, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, sure,” said the old man as he ae out of the 
room with a genial smile on his weatherbeaten features, 

“Them boys don’t know ‘that I gave the whole thing ‘to 
the florist to make a good job with,” muttered Joshua, “but 
Dick Daresome is a fine boy, and I want to have him treated 
right. He allus treats every one else right—and besides I 
ain’t naservant to take‘tips. I'am offishul janitor!” 

Which proved two things—first, that Dick was justly 
| popular with the working people around the Academy be- 
cause of his merry and kindly way of treating them all, and 
secondly that Joshua was made of that fine old stuff which 
is getting too searce these days—true American spirit. 

He scorned “graft” of any kind, and felt that-if he was 
paid his honest salary that was the Jun recompense, and he 
would take no more, 

However, to get back to Dick Daresome, the ve and 
his roommate hurried with might and main. Despite stub- 
born collars and neckties that just refused to be tamed 
and straightened, they were at last ready. 


% “Yon 


“Now for the Girls’ Academy,” said Dick. ‘They started ; 


on a quick walk for the distant island, and reached it with- 
out adventure. 

“Took at the bunch of Belleville Adademy ey Dick,” 
said Sam. “I guess those girls have invited two. fellows 
for every girl. That’s the way they generally do in these 
places.” i 

“Sure—but we'd better send up our flowers.” 

Dick handed his boquet to one of the maids who stood 
at the stairway, telling her who to give it to, and showing 
her the card attached. 

_As he turned away to take off his coat and ‘alk for the 
girls, an envious-looking youth, slipping the maid a coin, 
whispered to her behind Dick’s back. 


CHAPTER IX. 
A BELLEVILLE DECEPTION. 


Dick stepped into the parlor, unaware that hls ‘ie 


was being sent in another direction from that of his ey 


heart’s room. 


After a wait, Bess came smiling down to the parlor of the ‘ 


Academy. 


“Hello, Dick,” said she, “I am avitellp lea’ xe 1 are 
aie I was: tne. Rb: ne biel tte be so] late. % i 


il be your treat to Grace Gray. mes ‘can - return the 
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" DICK DARESOME HUNTED DOWN. 
Armstrong flushed an angry red, and his eyes flashed bale- 
fully. 

This play of expression eres amused Dick, who was 
used to taking care of himself. 

“You'll find out who he is,” snarled Armstrong; and. 
then, with a triumphant look, he spied a maid entering the 
room with a large boquet of flowers. 

She came toward them, and Dick gazed at her in as- 
tonishment. 

“My flowers!” exclaimed the youth under his breath. 
“Why weren’t they delivered before, I wonder ?” 

Before he could speak, Armstrong had taken the boquet 
from the smiling servant’s hands. 

“Here, Bess, I brought you this little token of my re- 
gard for you to wear. I was waiting to see if this cheap 
skate from Merrivale would be man enough to do such a 
thing. I see he isn’t.” 

Armstrong laughed as he spoke the words in a voice 
which was heard throughout the room. 

Dick’s face went white with sudden passion. He looked 
into the smiling rival’s face with clear, unflinching eyes. 

“So you have to steal your flowers, do you? Well, if you: 
need them that badly and can’t afford to get them, except 
by stealing them from me and getting them away ines the 
maid in some way, go right ahead and enjoy yourselt. 

Dick started to turn away in cold, steely anger. 

Bess, in alarm, looked over the bunch of beautiful blos- 
soms to find some sort of marker. : 

“Dick, wait a minute! Don’t get so angry without cause. 
Stuart Armstrong’s card is on this boquet. Surely you 
must be mistaken,” said she. 

“Mistaken!” cried Armstrong. “He can’t ring in a 
bluff like that with me. That fellow couldn’t buy violets at 
twenty-five cents a dozen—he’s too blamed cheap. That’s 
why he goes to a bum academy.” : 

Dick gave Armstrong one scorching look. 

“T am not mistaken, I know those flowers,” said Dick, 
“as.I happened to buy them. I don’t know how much 
money you have, nor do I care. But I know that I pur- 
chased those flowers in Merrivale Village. I also pur- 
eet for Sam the boquet which he gave Grace Gray, and 
if you look closely enough you may see that the same pat- 
tern of ribbon is wrapped around both.” 

Armstrong flushed now, for he saw that he had over- 
stepped his mark. 

“Well, Bess, you can take his word or mine, as you 
choose,” he said, wishing to beat a retreat. 

“No, she can’t take your word or mine. My ,word is 
not bandied around in company with your continual sneaky 
lies!” said Dick, thoroughly angered now. 

Every one in the parlor was listening with rapt attention 
to this wordy battle between the boys of the two schools. 

Bese flushed, and bit her lip to keep back the tears. She 


Dick greeted her smilingly. 

i “No, we hustled up just as fast as we could, for we al- 

* ways have too good a time here to be willing to risk losing 

any by lateness. But where is Grace Gray, your room- 

« mate?” 

Bess laughed. 

» “She is upstairs struggling with the big boquet which 
Sam sent her. She is like every girl in the world—trying 

‘ to pin her bpquet some place on her dress—when it’s too 

big to pin.” 

- Dick’s mind was crossed by a suspicion. 

“I wonder why Bess doesn’t mention mine?” thought 
Dick to himself. “Well, maybe she will say something in a 
little while, and besides it is not polite for me to ask—it 
would look as if I wanted to attract attention to my own 
generosity.” 

More youths and maidens were trooping into the par- 
lors of the Academy by this time, and the throng chatted 
merrily. 

-s Many Belleville ee lads were present as well, but 
the law of the Girls’ School was that the bitter rivalry be- 
tween the two other schools must be buried on the island 
where the Girls’: Academy was located. 

. So, though there were many surly looks, there was noth- 

"ing said or done which would give a true impression of the 

hard feelings between the two cliques. 

- While Dick was chatting gaily with Bess Morrison an- 

other youth came up smilingly. 

“Hello, Bess,” said this chap. “You don’t seem to be 
very glad to see me, even if you did invite me to the 
dance to-night.” 

The girl’s eyes sparkled coquettishly, for, though ane: was 
fondest of Dick Daresome, she was like the rest of her 
sex and greatly enjoyed pitting one rival against the other. 

These two youths, the leaders of their respective schools, 

, were indeed bitter rivals, but Dick had aesie to main- 

om tain the supremacy thus far. 

The other chap, Stuart Armstrong by name, a rich man’s 
, Son, and bright as a sparkling jewel, lacked the finer quali- 
*“ties which made Dick Daresome so justly popular. 
~ He was prone to take unfair advantages in any sort of 
competition, as the reader will soon have a chance to see 
proven. 

“Why, Stuart, of course I am glad to see you. I didn’t 
_ know you were here yet. You know Mr. Dick Daresome, of 
course,” said the pretty girl, with a great enjoyment of the 
"Bie seek as the rivals glared at each other. 

- Dick was not to be made embarrassed by this little co- 
’ ae wile. Instead, he smiled his blandest, in direct 
contrast with the expression of the Belleville chap. 

_* “Why, no,” said Dick, “I don’t know him. Who is he— 

’ one of the boys from the village?” | 

cut strc al as if it a been a lash from a, shi 
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_ DICK °K DARBSOME HUNTED DOWN. 


had not expected apy such result from her little atten 


at teasing. 


But Dick was not aware that he was shaming her with 
his own anger. He felt that he had been eae Mica in- 
sulted before the young folks. 

“J don’t stand for any comparisons with you, Armstrong. 
If we were not guests at the Academy I’d give you the best 
licking you ever received. As it is,.the flowers have reached 
the girl they were meant for, and that’s all I care about. 
For you—pah !” 

And he snapped his fingers pa hecanletuede in the fel- 
low’ s face. Then he turned on his heel’and walked away 
to talk with Sam and Grace, as quietly as if ae had 
happened. 

Bess, left standing at the side of per eteNe) had ne 
ing to do but talk to him, and her own eyes flashed at what 
she thought was Dick’s ungenerous action. 

“T don’t care if they are his flowers,” she thought. “He 
had no right to talk that way and make a joke of me 


‘before all the rest of the girls. Ill teach him a lesson.” 


The girls were all carrying their own dance programs, 


and Bess did not wait for Dick to come near her. She 
walked with Armstrong to the other side of the room. 

“Can I have a dance, Miss Bess?” asked Jack Chanler, 
one of the Belleville lads who had been invited to the dance. 

“Certainly,” said Bess; and being easily the prettiest 
girl of the Academy, her card was filled completelp in a 
jiffy.’ 

“Tl not save a single dance for Dick—he’s walked 
away and left me in the middle of the floor. 


dance with others.” ’ 


- This unreasoning attitude—for she forgot entirely that 
Dick’s anger had been because of his caring for her— 
caused her to give nearly all of her dances to the Belle- 
villes and to Stuart Armstrong, who were cag to take 
advantage of the opportunity. a hie: 
At last, after the throng had thinned out from Baas 
her, Dick ventured over to ask for his dances. 

“You're so popular I couldn’t get within sight or sound 
of you,” said he, with his ruffled spirits all under control 
now. His anger, of course, had not been at Bess, and he 
was entirely unprepared for what followed. _ 

Bess looked at him with haughty manner and handed out 
het card. 

“T’m afraid there’s nothing left now. ‘You were so busy, 
making speeches so all the room could hear them that other 
fellows got here first. You can have the eighth or cian 
extra, if you wish.” 


- ” Dick’s mouth straightened out ahs as he glanced 


down at the dance-card, filled with the names of Belleville 
boys. 
“No, I guess I wan't ‘ibptoes then,” pe Dick sriihontt 


Al a a frown, Maes you have Passe some. hia ie) polite ing Porenine and instead 


Let him 


society youths from Belleville, and had pele, ‘sa 
last extras for any you’ve overlooked. 
a fine program by butting in. a eee 

. Dick whirled on his heel and walked nwa 

Bess had just been on the point of woolen ace bale 
ing out several names for dances with him, but Lie she 
was too late. page RPG OF 


“Well, I’ll show Bess a few things’ she doesn’t ae. ig 
said Dick to himself, “She invited me to this dance, and 
I'll have the time of my young life, or know the reason 
why.” 7 
He rushed up to Grace Gray, Sam’s aweotheart, and gave 
her a laughing greeting. 

“Well, Grace, Bess doesn’t like my fnwerss and. so she 
has given all her dances to Belleville. Won't you favor a 
poor outcast? I’ve not taken any dances yet.” 

Grace looked over at Bess. | 
ing anything but the picture of happiness, and knew that 
the little coquette was spiting herself grievously. 

“Ho! ho!” she laughed. “Well, if that’s the way pee 
treats her company, I’ll try my way.” ~ 

Now the truth is that Grace thought quite a good deal 
of Dick Daresome,-and although she had never let on, 
she had always felt a little honest jealousy of her room- 
mate. | 


_ Sam was the avowed “ best beloved,” and yet a was 


| very fond of Dick. Here was a chance to show Bess that 


Dick was not entirely out of reach. At the same time, 
Grace was too square to treat Sam in a mean manner. | 

“Wait a minute, Dick,” she said. “Get some other 
dances from these girls here, and I’ll be back and give you 
five or six. I want to speak to Sam.” ‘ 

‘She rushed toward Sam and whispered domething in 
bis ear. 

“Sure,” said Sam, entering into the spirit of it. “Give 
Dick a bunch, and get her wild. She deserves it, and I 
guess you can never make me jealous of Dick.” : 

That very speech made more of a hit with Grace than 
Sam realized, for she saw what a generous, whole-souled 
lad he was, and she entered into the little counter ae with 
a free mind. 

“Here, Dick—take six dances,” said she. Sia 

- Dick’s s eyes twinkled, and he saw the game. He ped 
it. As the dance started soon, Dick whirled off with his 


first partner, and he danced that evening better than. ne 
had ever done before. . 


That was saying a good deal, for Dick peeclinal in eae 


letic sports of all kinds, and he took his dancing just the 
same as he did eine did his best; and a pen best 
it was. i 


_ Bess sinh “t him—-sidelong gan ny : 


Id ks to bo poll ch 3 


She saw her sonnel look- ° 


2 


he had neglected the other girls; but this time he turned 


“Oh, he said Dick as the fellow mee him. “J only 
want to help you. I’ve a little spare supply myseli—so 
have some !”” 

With the words our hero leaned toward the Belleville 


pining because he had lost his dances with her, she saw, 
to her chagrin, that the lad was smiling and happy. 

He whispered jokes and merry compliments into the ears 
of his different partners. # 

Dick had always been so attentive to Bess Morrison that 
collar and over his tie and shirt-front. 
his energies toward “making a hit” with the other girls. | 

And it is safe to say that Dick made a large and ee 
nent hit and enjoyed himself immensely. 


“I think it is shameful to see Grace treating Sam Thorpe CHAPTER X. 
- that way,” said Bess to one of her friends during a brief , 
respite. RETRIBUTION. 


ar 


when he stopped just in time to keep from bumping into 


~ by Bess. 


strong as he leaped back. 


‘bristled under Dick’s sarcasm. 


suppose you’re going after some water. So, after you, 
my dear Alphonse!” 


Aaalgsie guess you're bluffed all lee this time,” he said 


“Yes,” said the other girl, wishing to tease her. “I see 
that Dick is dancing half the dances with her. Why didn’t 
he ask you for any dances, Bess?” 

The girl flushed angrily at this clever bit of tormenting, 
as she replied with undisguised wrath: 

“Olara Brown, I think you are very impolite. Dick 
did ask me, and my dance-order was filled up.” 

She whirled on her heel and walked away, but the shaft 
had sunk in. She now felt that instead of her giving Dick 
the cold shoulder it must be going the rounds that Dick 
was turning the tables on her. 

The dance sped on, and at last, toward the ae Dick 
hurried out in the hall to get some water for Grace Gray. 

“J don’t want any lemonade, Dick,” said she. “I’m so 
thirsty that only Adam’s ale will do. Can’t you go down 
through the corridor to the kitchen, where the cook will 
give you some water?” 

_“T sure can,” said Dick, “although I’m afraid of getting 
lost in the winding passages.” 

He hurried down the hallway, and was returning with 
a glass of water in each hand, one for some other sufferer, 


“T only needed one—you are welcome to that one, Arm- 
strong. You have such a sweet disposition that you deserve 
a little helping,” laughed Dick Daresome. 

“Confound you!” hissed Armstrong as he clutched his 
wilted, bedraggled collar and shirt-front. “You will pay 
for this cowardly act |” 

Dick beamed in good foes as he skilfully eluded the 
fellow’s blow. 

“Oh, don’t get peevish,” said Dick as he dodged past 
and started toward the front of the corridor where Grace 
Gray was waiting for her glass of water. 

But Armstrong certainly did get peevish, in all the 
strength of a naturally irritable temper. He swore fluently 
to himself as he tried to mop off the dripping surplus from 
his clothes. 

Here was his victory over Daresome nipped and made 
ridiculous just at the ending of the dance. 

He had three more dances, all with Bess Morrison, and 
he had expected to gloat over his rival oe every step 
of these treasured opportunities. 

Now he was queered. There was no time to get a fresh 
collar, shirt or white tie, and he looked as if he had been 
ducked in a horse trough. 

“Why, Dick, I thought you were never coming,” said 
Grace smilingly as she sipped from the other glass which 
Dick had carefully borne without spilling through his lit- 
tle adventure with Armstrong. “And what on earth are | 
you doing with an empty glass?” 

Daresome chuckled and Grace looked mystified. 

“You've been up to some trickery, I know,” said she 
with an admiring glance. “Why don’t you tell me?—you 
know I enjoy jokes as well as any one.” 

“All. right,” replied Dick. “It wasn’t much—except 
that I met Stuart Armstrong going down the corridor there 
to get a drink, too.” 

“Yes, I saw him going—but he hasn’t returned yet,’ 
said Grace. 

“T don’t believe he will be in a hurry to return, either,” 
continued Dick Daresome, “for by a terrible mistake—a 
ly as he — na ‘simply frightful error, and one which 1 am sure I will e 


Armstrong. 
This youth had, by chance, been sent on the same errand 


“Took out where you’re going, you cur!” snarled Arm- 


“You're a polite, gentlemanly soul, aren’t ‘you ?” said 
Dick with calm scorn. “Are there any more at home like 
you?” : 

Armstrong was aching for a chance at trouble, for he 


“Don’t hand me any of your lip, or you'll get some fist 
back in return,” said ‘he. 


“Qh, ’m not worrying,” said Dick with asmile. “I 
guess I won’t interfere with your little plang just now. I 


Armstrong swaggered toward the kitchen. | 
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and skilfully dumped. a large glassful of water down his | a 
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Tegret to my dying a I offered him the glass, full, in this 


hand.” 
“Ho, ho!” laughed Grace with twinkling eyes. “I see 
the trouble.” 
“Yes, it was very sad,” said Dick in melancholy tones, 
“for I made a most unfortunate slip—my wrist was sud- 
denly turned; anf the contents of the glass were dumped, 


to my horror, on the manly bosom and collar and white 


necktie of our friend from beautiful Belleville.” 

“Ha! ha!” laughed Grace. 

“Ho! ho!” laughed Dick. 

“You seem to be having a terribly funny time of it out 
here in the dark hall together,” said an irritated voice 
behind them. 

Dick and Grace whirled about and saw Bess standing 
there with flaming face. 

“Oh! it’s you again, is it?” said Dick in a cold tone, 
wishing to complete this artistic job of tomfoolery. 

“Why, Bess, I didn’t think you'd interfere with our little 
romance this way,” said Grace teasingly. 

Bess’ eyes fairly snapped, for she took all this fun in 
the most deadly earnest. 


“T am not trying to follow you around,” she said. “I 


think you are both acting detestably. I am waiting for 


Stuart Armstrong to come back here with a drink of water 
for me. That’s what I am here for.” 

“There! don’t cry about it, Bess,” said Dick. “I'll go 
. baek down the hall and get the young man to hurry up. 
i think he must be flirting with the cook.” 

He started down the corridor, for our friend was feeling 
pretty pugnacious just now, and was enjoying this snappy 
finish to the affair. : 

As he reached the door of the kitchen he heard a voluble 
flow of language from Stuart Armstrong on the inside. 
The room was deserted long ago by the servants, for the 
refreshments had been passed among the young people long 
before, and the empty ice cream dishes, cake plates, and the 
like, were all piled up on the long tables at the side of 
the room. } . 

“Do you need another'glass?” asked Dick with teasing 
politeness, reaching forward toward the irate youth. ‘“ May- 
be you need a looking-glass instead of a drinking-glass, for 
you are certainly looking your finest this evening.” 

Armstrong, flaring with hatred, struck at our hero’s arm, 
knecking the glass to the kitchen floor with a bang and a 
crash of shattering glass. 

“T’ve stood for all I’m going to from you, Dick Dare- 
some,” said Armstrong, backing silently over toward one 
of the tables. | 

“Oh, is that so?” asked Dick with icy politeness. “You 
stood for a stolen boquet, you sneak thief! I suppose you 

can’t stand any more! Well, you may bluff trusting girls, 
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Armstrong regarded him with a a glitter i in Ls lied 


{as he backed against one of the tables. 


“You think you have finished me for this dance, don’t 
you?” the cried in a strident tone. : : 
“Well, I don’t imagine . that yowll break any dedits 
until you get a real collar and something more than | a wet 
rag for a necktie there,” replied Daresome. ; : 

“You contemptible braggart !” cried pe 

this, and think of me when you get it!” _ 
_ With lightning speed he swung his arm from behind him. 
He had snatched up from the table one of the heavy 
dishes, and he threw this straight at Dick Daresome with 
all the force of his well-trained muscles. 

Whizz! 

The missile sailed through the air with almost the speed 
of a bullet. At least so it seemed to Dick, who tried his best 
to get out of the way of the speeding object. | 

But Daresome was indeed taken by surprise. 

His rapid leap to one side saved him from a more serious 
punishment, but as it was the plate glanced along the side 
of his head with terrific force. 

“Ah! that did the work!” cried Armstrong as he saw 
some red drops trickle down the white a the side of Dare- 
some’s collar. : 

But this was only a scratching flesh wound, and Dick’s 
move had saved the day. 


i Take 


“You bet it will do the work!” called Daresome with ce’ 


resentment. ‘But not the way you think!” 

Dick sprang toward Armstrong with a vicious lunge. 

The fellow grabbed up a plate with each hand am flung 
them at our hero. 

Clatter! Crash! 3 

The missiles broke with a crash against the walls, and 
only the hurried aim of the desperate Bape saved Dick 
from close-range injury. 

“Take that, you brutal coward!” exclaimed Dick. — 

“Oh!” gurgled Armstrong as Dick’s hands encircled his 
throat and his body was shoved. backward over the table. 

But Dick Daresome was not the sort of fellow to fight a 
strangling game. He loosened his hold at once See having 
taken his man by surprise.” . | 

Armstrong straightened up and let fly af our hero with a 
fierceness which reached through Dick’s guard. 

Biff! : as 

Our hero was given a reminder on his left cheekbone that : 
~|he was struggling with no mean antagonist. Indeed, Arm- 
strong was rated the best boxer in Belleville, and was a 
match for Ditk in many ways, ibs Daresome had some 
points on him in turn. . 

“T'll teach you a lesson that will——”, began radii 
in a fierce, low: tone. . 

But he didn’t complete this preface to lu edi 
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a right hook, and now a left straight-arm slash, brought}emy. “I don’t care what happens to Stuart when Dick is 


i 
f 
| 
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_the Belleville to a realization of Daresome’s skill. 


Around the kitchen they struggled, and it looked as if 


the two were to keep it up for the rest of the dance. 

They matched honors for quite a little while, for first 
Dick would land a telling blow and then the Belleville 
chap would bring his nimble fists into close connection with 
Daresome’s features. ihe: 

Thus they danced around the kitchen like sailvate in a 
prize ring, except that there were no seconds and no audi- 
ence to watch their fistic feats. 

That is, there were none at the start. 

But Bess Morrison and Grace Gray had waited at the 
end of the corridor for the return of their partners. The 


music had started-up again for the dance, and as the strains | 


of the waltz drifted through the doors which led to the 
big dining-room dance floor Bess’ heart softened. 

Tm afraid that everything is not well,” said she to 
her roommate. ‘What do you suppose is the matter that 
keeps those boys so long?” 

“Maybe they’re arguing about their hleccnce: ” said 
Grace calmly, “or else settling it with their fists like gen- 
ig and students.” 

” Bess wrung her hands. 

“Oh, I hope it’s not as bad as that. This is all partly 
my fault, and I don’t want Dick kept away from the 


bs Academy—because if he fought here he would be.” 


Grace laughed to®herself with quiet humor. 

an, tel" thought she. “The little lady is coming 
around to a real sense of her own misdeeds.” 

“Well, Bess,” said she aloud very seriously, “I. don’t 
think you acted very nicely with Dick. All the girls in 


« the Academy are talking about the quarrel you had.” 


we 


-“Tt’s nothing of the sort,” said she. “He treated me 
horridly, and I won’t stand it ftom Dick or any one else!” 

She was almost in tears. , 

Just then down the hall came the sound of a smashing, 
shattering dish. 

“Grace, they’re fighting down hovel? gasped Bess. in 
horror. “Oh, we must do something.” 

“You'd better just attend to your own business,” said 
Grace confidently. “You have started this thing, and you’d 
better keep away from any more of it. Anyway, I guess 
Dick Daresome can hold his own.” 

Bess looked at her with tearful eyes. 

“Oh, but you don’t want Dick to hold his own? Well, 


gyou had better run and tell Mrs. Ferguson, then, for you 
are apt to see your pretty Stuart Armstrong of Bellev ille 


beaten black and blue! iyi, 
Al Grace's words cut Bess and she gasped in rage. 


“You spiteful girl! Tl never room with you another 
ve pln the aun little ans of the Girls’ Acad- 


chap. He brought his right to cover the guard. 
his left still high in the air he swung down upon the other’s 
temple a hammer blow which fairly made a “thud!” 


concerned, and you know it!” 

“Well, then, you’ve a very funny way of showing it 
that’s all I’ve got to say,” said Grace, and she walked to- 
ward the-dance floor to apprise Sam of the Happenings in 
the kitchen, for she knew that there must be some truly 
festive excitement going on in that room. 

Bess, however, would wait no longer. . 
_ Gathering her skirts about her trim ankles, she ran 


down the corridor as fast as she could and then stopped 
at the kitchen door. 


There, standing in the darkened corridor, and gazing at 


the brightly lighted room from this vantage point, she was 
a fascinated spectator. 


Her fear and surprise held her spellbound in a sort of 


hypnotic silence and still poise. 


“You'll never leave this room able to go to that dance 


hall, Dick Daresome!” cried Armstrong as the-two still 


eyed each other and parried their viens 
Dick laughed. 
For reply he tossed his left arm high, as if for a blow 


at his opponent’s head. This appeared to leave his- guard 
exposed on that side. 


“Ha!” exclaimed Armstrong, quick to perceive the ap- » 


parent opportunity, and with a flash of quick action he 
swung toward the opening. 


But Dick was merely working a clever trick on the other 
With 


“Oh!” exclaimed Armstrong in a different tone of voice, 
staggering back with his thand to his head. 

“Have you had enough?” cried Daresome. “I didn’t 
come to this school to fight, but to have a good time.” 

Armstrong glared at him, speechless. 

He rushed again. 

Dick swung again, and with his opponent weakened Dick - 
had little difficulty in getting another powerful stroke into 

a place where it counted. This place was Armstrong’s 
chin. 

It seemed to the Belleville youth that every bone in his 
body was shattered when Dick’s hand was withdrawn from 
that quivering ache point of the jaw. 

He held his hand to his face and staggered over against 
the kitchen wall. 

“Now I think you’ve got about all that is coming to 
you!”? exclaimed Dick. “Tve taught you a lesson, and I 
hope you'll profit by it. Next time you steal flowers and 
deceive a sweet girl with lies you just remember that 
Nemesis comes to every evildoer !” 

Dick was turning away when Armstrong put up his hands 
again. 


“You fool!’ cried Dick. “Stop your fighting! You’re 
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licked, and you deserve it! I won’t overdo the re 
quits now.” 


Armstrong held his hand to his s throbbing chin and aa 


his head, apparently tottering toward the table full of 
dishes. In reality he was only feigning now, for a scheme 
of revenge had already entered his head. ; 

“Tf I can’t win one way, I’ll do it another! Tl leave 
Daresome in this room while I finish the dancing, all right, 
if I have to take his collar and necktie,” thought the gentle- 
minded Belleville. 

Dick had turned panne the door to leave. 

Then he saw Bess Morrison’s white face in the corridor— 
a sight which was not in the range of Armstrong’s vision 
from where the latter stood. | 

Dick was startled, and he stopped in consternation. \ 

His preoccupation with this unexpected apparition took 


his mind off the actions of his opponent. Otherwise, it is 


very unlikely that the quick youth would have missed seeing 


Armstrong quickly leap behind him. i 


But as it was, Dick stared at Bess, until suddenly a white, | 
whirling missile smote him on the back of the head. 

“Qh!” he gasped, and sank forward in a heap. 

Armstrong had flung a plate at him from behind. As 


he did so Bess Morrison sprang into the room with white 
face, but without a cry. 


Armstrong staggered back at this unexpected me 

“Why—why—Bess!” he exclaimed. “I—I 

Bess ignored him and sprang to raise Dick’s ee 
body. His head hung limply. His face was chalky white, 
and the little stream of blood from the earlier blow showed 
vividiy on the lad’s white collar. 

“Oh, you coward !” she exclaimed now, finding her voice. 
“You have murdered him—you have murdered Dick !”” 
Armstrong, with horrified glance, now gazed down at 
the unconscious Merrivale. 


“Let me explain, Bess!” he cried. 

“Don’t talk—bring me a cloth and some water from 
the kitchen faucet !” exclaimed Bess tartly. 

Her womanly instinct prompted her in this terrible min- 
ute, and she determined not to relinquish hope until she 
had worked with the unconscious youth. ‘ 

Armstrong, like a whipped cur, slunk to the side of the 
room and brought a wet napkin and a glass of water. 

Bess silently and gently bathed Dick’s face without look- 
ing up at the Belleville lad. 


Armstrong, by this time, saw the gallows staring him in 
the face—saw disgrace and. the end of everything that was 
dear to him in life. 

“Oh, I have killed him—I am ruined!” He groaned. 

Bess looked up at him with a scornful glance. 
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you fifteen minutes’ start before I tell whe did this, for ha 


was partly to blame.” an 
his knees. 


“No,” said Bess. “I know, what you ound -say—but a 


¥ 
“Let me explain first,” pleaded Armstrong, sinking to} 


; 
; 
i 


your cowardly action in throwing a plate behind Dick’s 


back, when he had stopped fighting with you—that speaks 4 
for itself. Gol”? . 
The clever girl already detected signs of returning con- 


sciousness, and she determined to punish the Belleville for 
the terrible scare he had caused her. oS 

Armstrong started, toward the door. 

“Go through that window!” exclaimed Bess sternly, 
‘pointing to the one at the end of the kitchen. 

“But my hat and coat!” exclaimed Armstrong. 

“You will be captured if you wait for them—your ap- 
pearance will betray you!” exclatmiyn Bess. “Go, before * 
it is too late!” 

Dick’s eyes were e already fluttering open. , 

Just then there were footsteps down the corridor, coming * 
nearer and nearer. 

Armstrong waited no longer, but shoved the sash up and 
leaped out of the window to the ground, a ot feet 
below. 

As he did so Grace Gray and Sam Thorpe entered the 
room. 

“Great Scott!” cried Sam, aghast. “What in the name 
of the jumping Jehosaphat is this, Begg?” | 
' “What haye you been doing to him?” cried Grace. » 

Dick straightened up, weakly, however. He looked 
around him and then felt a ak bump on the back of 
his head. 

“Golly!” said Dick. “I wonder what goat I’ve beens 
riding!” He rubbed his head ruefully, tenderly, still more 
tenderly, and then stopped altogether. : | 

Bess had been standing close at his side, and then Dick * 


# 


suddenly remembered the vision he had had before the re- 2 


ception of that bump. He saw a very different look on 
the beautiful girl’s face now from that of the earlier eVe- 5 
ning. 

“What happened, Bess?” asked our hero. 
Stuart Armstrong?” 

— “Dick, will you forgive me?” she asked Aces while 
Sam and Grace ducked back from the kitchen door. 

Our friend rose to his feet and gazed into his sweet- 
heart’s eyes. He saw that the cause of their little tiff 
was gone at last, and saw Baa things were now as ec 
should be. | 

“You bet I will,” said Dick. “And I want you to forgive | 
me if I acted rudely. But you know, sie I was ae. . 
sore at having my boquet confiscated.” i 

i “Your Doquet is igrens than. ever, Di a 


Hy? Where is 
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Dick shook his head and drew her to him. 

“Not on your pretty little tintype!” he exclaimed. “But, 
say! what has become of the plate juggler? 1 know that 
it was a plate which landed on my koko—and it was a good 
* thing it landed flat instead of endwise, else there would 
have been an opportunity for you to return that boquet 


to its original sender with a pretty little motto on it, ‘Our 
darling at rest.’ ” 


in some way, and we will eatelt them up in their treach- 
ery.” 


“We'll keep a sharp lookout,” said Provost. 

But their vigilance availed them nothing. 

Not a single clew could they discover, except that in 
the coat-room Stuart Armstrong’s hat and coat were still 
uncalled for. They were sorely perplexed. 

“Qood-night, everybody,” said Dick Daresome as he and 
Sam went toward the door. 


“Good-night !” called the girls to this popular. youth, 
who had never been so charming to them as to-night. 

Sam and the other Merrivales were close behind Dick, 
and they started down the path, after a chorus of farewells, 
toward the foot-bridge that led to the Merrivale side of 
the Greenvale River, in which the island stood. 

As they leisurely strolled along they heard a tramping of 
feet behind, and loud voices called out in no pleasant 
tones. oe : 

“Stand ‘together, boys,” warned Dick. “Those Belle- 
villes are looking for trouble. They can get all they want, 
but let?s wait until we get over on our own territory.” 

The Bellevilles rushed up toward them and past them, 
with undiminished speed. Then the rival faction stopped 
at the entrance of the bridge. 


‘“ aah . 
aed so tc vileh Noe eg MCU AL ORE ls each “Have you fellows got Stuart Armstrong there?” cried 
ace Gray? You ought to have them with her.” Jack Cha 1 ‘ i 

ac nler. 


®% Dick walked over to where Sam and Grace stood ex- 
changing sweet secrets in a dark corner by the stairway. 
“Say! you postpone this sort of thing until the good 
old summer time!” said Dick. ‘Don’t you think you two 
had better dance these next two dances together, and let 
Bess and me have a turn?” 


y Bess looked serious, as soon as she regained her com- 
posure from a most demoralizing make-up kiss. 

“Dick, I think Stuart Armstrong is not a bad' boy at 
heart, but he has a most detestable temper where you are 
concerned ; and he is surely being taught a bitter lesson.” 

Dick was startled. d 

“What was that? How do you mean, little girl?” asked 
the Merrivale. | 

“Fe thinks that he has killed you, and now he is wan- 
dering about somewhere in the hope of dodging the authori- 
, ties for your murder. Isn’t that enough?” asked Bess as 

she started toward the corridor. 


“Well, I should say so! But, say, Bess! ters goes she 
next to the last waltz! Isn’t this mine by right of con- 
quest?” asked the youth. , 


“Cut out this kidnapping business, or there will be a 
general fight right now!” said Ramsey Provost. 

Dick and his friends laughed loud and long. 

“Say, what sort of a pipe dream are you fellows having ?” 
he inquired sarcastically. The Merrivales advanced toward 
the end of the bridge. 


“We pick our company,” said Sam, “and we why t 
be seen with that fresh guy in our crowd—not even sa 
crossroads dog fight—no, sirree bob!” ~ 

“Say, you boys have been drinking too much lemonade,” 
added Skinniman, Perkins. 


ee Vie saad Sam. “I was Hone and didn’t have them] 
taken, so you make a hit with your roommate.” 


Thus the two couples ended the war most gracefully, and 
Dick, with a white handkerchief skillfully tucked about 
the telltale crimsoned collar, danced on with joy and rap- 


ture for those sweet last dances. “The waltzing got you dizzy,” said Alan Brownson. 


“You've got bats in your belfries,” laughed Wallace 
Clark derisively. 


& 


At last the party came to an end. 

There was a great hubbub among the Belleville fellows, 
who could not understand what had become of their leader, 
Stuart Armstrong. , | 


Jack Chanler, his friend, knew that Armstrong had the 
last dances with Bess, according to his program. 


As may be imagined, the Bellevilles were not tickled 
with this jocular treatment. They were in deadly earnest, 
and were certain that their leader had been captured by 
their opponents. 

“Boys, there’s some underhanded work some place here,” 
said Chanler. “Let’s find out what has happened.” 
“You, bet we will; and-if those Merrivales have broken 
the peace on this island we'll give them a taste of rough- 
house that will last them for life!” said Ramsey Provost, 


“You had better let him go!” cried Provost. 

“Oh, say,” said Dick, “you fellows give me a pain. If 
you want a scrap just come across the bridge. We are un- 
der promise not to start things on the island, and you are, 
too. But come over there and we will give you all you’re 

* a boon companion of the missing Belleville. looking for. However, don’t try to coin such a silly excuse 
oc Wateh, the Merrivales like hawks,” ordered Chanler in| as this about Armstrong.” 

lon k the We vais seen him since he was dancing,” said Skin 
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niman, truthfully enough, as far as he and most of the boys 
were concerned. : 

“For my part, I think he was scared of trouble and 
beat it,” said Dick. “I’m — to bet any of you fellows 
on it, too!” 

_ The Bellevilles were taken aback, for although they were 
good fighters themselves, they saw that this crowd of Mer- 
rivale students would give them all they wanted. 

“Say, boys!” cried Dick, “run along to Belleville. We're 
all tired out, and are willing to scrap—so are you, maybe. 
Therefore, neither of us are cowards on the subject. Don’t 
let us spoil a good dance like this.” 

Jack Chanler saw that this was common sense. 

“Youre right, Daresome. We'll go back our way, but 
first you fellows have got to pass through our lines here 
that we may see that you are not smuggling Armstrong 
over the bridge.” 

The Bellevilles lined up, and the Merrivales, with many 
a grin, marched through and on to the brid ge.” 

_ Provost, Chanler, and the rest, then turned back toward 
the bridge on the other side of the island which led toward 
their Academy on the western side of the river. | 

“Good-night, boys,” called Dick Daresome with a merry 
voice. “When you see Stuart Armstrong tell him I’m 
doing nicely, and thank him kindly for his interest in my 
health,” 


The Bellevilles moved silently off. hates their own 
path. 

“Say,” said Jack Chanler as they reached the Belleville 
bank of the river, “I wonder what Daresome meant when 
he said that about Stuart, just as we left him?” y 

A dark form sprang from the bushes at ‘the side of the 
path. | 

“What's that about Daresome:! ?” cried a hoarse voice. 
Jt was Stuart Armstrong, who had been emi’ there for 
some time, waiting for his friends. 

“Why, Stuart, what are you doing there?” cried Pro- 
vost. f | iy 

“You won’t betray me, will you, boys?” cried the excited 
_ fellow. “Have they notified the police yet?” i 

“The police! What for?” 

“Why, isn’t Dick Daresome dead yet ?” asked ‘cilia 
in a weak voice, feeling that all hope was lost. , 
“You're crazy! We just left him on the other side of 

@ ‘the Evtpagyh !” answered Provost, 
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land light overcoat, which I brought for you, or you'll take 
your death of cold!” Rae Os 

Armstrong fairly shrieked in wrath. : 

“Dick Daresome! Dick Daresome!” he yelled. “Say, 

I’m going over after him now!” ae 

The others grabbed him. | oe 

“What’s the matter, you tarnal fool!” pete ‘Ghanler. 

Then Armstrong told them, by fits and starts. The 
Bellevilles had to laugh, despite their wii for their 
leader. 

“Say, Stuart, you go home and nee it Oil. said Chanler 
cheerfully. “You got stung to a finish, and. by a girl, too. 
I think it- would be cheaper for you to buy the boquet 
the next time. You’ve ruined a perfectly good pair of trou- 
sers by rambling around here in the briars.” . 

From Armstrong’s language on the way home to the 
dormitory with his amused friends it was evident that the 
briars had done a good deal of damage to his vocabulary, 
too. | : | 

Dick, on the other hand, was in a very affable frame of 
mind, despite the bump on his head. ; 

Is it any wonder? 


THE END. 


“DICK DARESOME’S CROSS-COUNTRY RUN; 
OR, WINNING OUT BY A HEAD,” is the next Merri- 
vale story, No. 155 of the “Wide Awake Weekly. id Spring 
athletics, student pranks and daring deeds are the themes 
of this snappy tale of boarding school life. Don’t you miss 


it, or yowll be sorry! Out next week, 
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CHOICE READING MATTER. 


* <A sportsman on the Huntsham Estate, North Devon, Eng- 
land, had a rabbit brought to him by his spaniel, which had 
caught it under a hedge. The rabbit could walk only very 
feebly, though all its limbs were found to be sound. In its 
mouth, however, was a thick twig about three inches long, 
which had become wedged in behind the teeth in the rabbit’s 
rush from some threatened danger. The animal was unable 
to extract the twig with its paws and was being gradually 


24 Union Sq., New York. 


starved to death when it was found by the dog. o| 


In Mexico all vehicles, be they handcart, automobile, or any- 
thing between, must carry a light at night. This rule or law 
is rigidly enfotced. Even the drivers of the poor little burro 
or mule carts, on their two wheels, must carry a light. So, 
rather than buy lanterns, which cost money; they take a dip 
candle, and, wrapping it in a pit of newspaper to shield it 
from the wind, they carry it in their left hand as they drive 
along homeward from work after evening 
effect is striking, as the light, falling strongly on the Indian 
driver, throws the face of the man into strong relief against 
the darkness. 


ie 
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A herd of 500,000 caribou is peyond Sixty Mile River, 
and the vast band is traveling toward the Tanana River. 
The news was brought to Dawson by Chris Williams, who 


says-that last year and during the summer the herd tram- 
; White River slope. Later 
across upper Sixty Mile and then 
toward the head of the Tanana 


Wh pled down forests and went to the 


it turned back and passed 
seemed to turn westward 
~ glopes. They are traveling in a procession twenty miles wide. 


All that are left in the vicinity of Dawson are some strag- 
Indians have followed them and are bringing 
put on the whole the herd is 
back to Dawson with any 


gling bands. 
some of the meat to Dawson, 
getting too far away to get carcasses 
profit. | 


Africa earn what to them are large Wages, 
‘spend in purchasing European ready-made clothes, 
an eccentric cut and of a gaudy 
 * to strut around, monstrously proud of themselves, 


the ointment—the danger of 


Mie 
- ner somewhat startling to the 
_ bursts, preceded by heavy showers, 
| prepared in their finery, 
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-was placed due north and 


has fallen. The 


The Kaffir boys employed in the Rand mines of South 
much of which they 
usually of 
pattern. In these they love 
for vanity 
is pre-eminently a Kaflir failing. There is just one fly in 
having their clothes spoiled by 
the rain. This difficulty, however, they have solved in a man- 
European. When the rain 
overtake them. un- 
their custom is to strip themselves) 1 did not 


of every vestige of clothing, roll it up in a bundle and sit 


on it until the clouds roll by. 


A man more absolutely governed by pure reason than Lord 
Macaulay could not well be found. But in his diary he refers 
to an after-dinner talk about the feeling which Johnson had— 
of thinking oneself bound to touch a particular rail or post, 
and to tread in the middle of a paving-stone. And he adds: 
“T certainly have this very strongly.” In one of his Hibbert 
lectures Max Muller said to the students: “Many of you, I 
suspect, carry a ha’penny with a hole in it for luck. I am 
not ashamed to own that I have done so myself for many 
years.” Charles Dickens refused to lie down unless his bed 
south. He gave notice of the rule 
pefore arriving at a friend’s house or a hotel, but a compass 
was always handy in his haggage to make sure. Miss Justin 
McCarthy has told how Parnell gravely checked her stirring 
coffee “the wrong way,” and insisted that she should take 
another cup. A gentleman of Portrush sent Lord Roberts an 
old horseshoe when things looked ill in South Africa. Grate- 
fully acknowledging it, the general added that he would keep 
this horseshoe in company “with one I picked up the day I en- 
tered the Orange Free State, and another I found at Paarde- 
burg the day before Gen. Cronje surrendered.” 


RIB TICKLERS. 


Bthel—Why don’t you bring your dollie over to my 
some day, to play with my dollie? 

Eva-—I wouldn’t dare! Your dollie, I 
a past! - 


house, 


understand, has had 


“Why,” asked the teacher, “do we celebrate ‘Landing Day’ ?” 

“T guess,” answered little Albert, “it’s because that was the 
day when ‘Ty’ Cobb landed for two singles, a three-bagger and 
a home run.” 


Teacher—You have named all the domestic animals save 
one. It has bristly hair, it is grimy, likes dirt, and is fond 
of mud. Well, Tom? 

Tom (shamefacedly )—That’s me, 


| 
“Ah, my lad,” sighed the benevolent old gentleman, “it cer- 
tainly makes me feel bad to see you smoking that vile cigar!” 
“Den we can shake, mister,” responded Tommy, making a 
wry face. “It makes me feel bad, too.” 


Weary Walker—Dis paper sez dey’s quite a few people dat 
inks it’s unlucky to begin any work on Friday. 


” Ragson Tatiers—Well, dat’s a good beginnin’, Mebbe a’ter 


while people’ll be dat sensible about ev’ry day in de week. 


“But,” said the good old lady, “why don’t you go to work?” 

“Why, ma’am,” began the disreputable old loafer, “yer see, 
I got a wife an’ five children to support——” 

“But how can you support them if you don’t go to work?” 

“Ag [ was a-sayin’, lady, I got a wife an’ five children to 
support me.” 


Loafer (who has been making himself very objectionable) 
—An’ wot’s the matter wiv you? i, 
Bystander—Nothing! Why? . 
Loafer—Yer give me a nasty look. 
Bystander—You certainly have a nasty look; but I'Tl swear 
give it to you. , | 


» 
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JIM JACKSON'S TRIALS 


® 


By Col. Ralph Fenton. 


“Ten cents only left, nary a place to sleep in, and I’m 
hungry enough to eat a horse, skin and all. Blamed if it 
ain’t hard on a poor devil what’s willing to work, and can’t 
get it nohowW.” 

Thus sighed Jim Jackson, as he stood on the sidewalk at 
Fulton Market, in New York City, on an early summer nigh 
some half a dozen years ago. ; 

Jim was verging on manhood at the time; and he was a 
strong, healthy young fellow, with a face and form that would 
appear to advantage if presented in decent garments. 

As it was, he did not look well in the tattered old coat and 
soiled blue shirt; and the battered felt hat over the dirty face 
almost covered the sparkling eyes that were wistfully fixed on 
the “‘substantials” displayed in the eating-saloon near by. 

“Move on here, young feller,” growled a burly policeman, 
as he swung his club to and fro. “Going to grab that hem, 
I think, from the way you look at it. Is that your game? 
Halloo! I’m blessed if I don’t know 
Jim Jackson!” ; 

The hungry youth endeavored to sneak away without ven- 
turing a reply, but the vigilant cop was not to be balked in 


his kindly intentions, for he seized the poor fellow by the 


arm, and dragged him to the light in the front of the saloon. 


The keeper of the saloon, who was a good-natured-looking 
man of fifty, appeared at the door on being summoned by the 
policeman, and he stared at the silent ex-convict, as he in- 


quired: 

“What’s he done, Pete?” 

“Done!” cried the cop. 
down from Sing Sing. Bet he’d have legged that ham, if I 
hadn’t spotted him in time. Just look out for him, Sam, if you 
see him hanging around here again. 
feller, and don’t let me catch you on my beat again. 
hear?” ) . 

Jim Jackson did hear, but he made no reply, but he continued 
to stare at the ham as he moved slowly away, while something 
very like a tear glistened in his eye. 


“Come back here, young fellow,” cried ithe saloon-keeper. | 


“Swear to gosh, sir, I didn’t mean to take nothing from you,” 
replied the unfortunate, as he obeyed the summons, while he 
still kept his eyes on the “solids” displayed in the window. 

“Are you down from Sing Sing?” demanded the saloon- 
keeper, regarding the wistful face with his keen eyes. 

“Yes, sir,” replied Jim Jackson. “I can’t deny it. ’Tain’t no 
use. Them cops is spotting me all the time and blowing on 
me.” 

“[’J] mash your head in for you,” cried the policeman, “if 
I see you hanging around here again, you young loafer. Just 
move on——” 

“Hold on, Graham,” interposed the saloon-keeper, as he laid 
his hand on the unfortunate’s shoulder. “You are hungry, 
young fellow?’ 

“Hungry!” returned the young man. “Did you ever go two 
days without eating any grub only a couple of crackers, sir? 
I am hungry, and that’s the God’s truth.” 

“Got any money, young fellow?” demanded the saloon- 
keeper. ; / y 

Jimi Jackson drew the dime from his pocket and held it up, 
saying: | 
“Swear to gosh, that’s the last cent I got, sir, and I was 
askeered to spend it, feared I’d starve fore I’d get any more.” 


you. Blamed if it‘isn’t 


“Why, he’s a regular bad one. Just 


Move on now, young 
D’ye 


“Willing to work?” demanded Sam Bolton, as he noted the 
strong, active limbs and the ruddy face of the unfortunate. 

“I am, sir; but I can’t get a stroke to do, good or bad. When 
I tells folks that I am from Sing Sing, I get the grand shake.” 

“Why do you tell them, then?” inquired the saloon-keeper, as 
he still kept his hand on the young man’s shoulder. — 

“*Cause if I didn’t, some cop would come along and blow, on 
me. ’Pears to me every blamed officer in the city knows me.” 

“Ain’t your picture up in the Rogues’ Gallery, you young 
snoozer?” said the policeman. “I should think I’d know you, 
when you come near putting a bullet in my head.” 

“Did you try to kill the officer, young fellow?” demanded the 
saloon-keeper. ‘ 


“I did, sir,” was the decided reply, as the young man turned 


his flashing eyes on the officer. “And I’d try it again if he , 


served me the same way.” | 
“You would—would you?” interposed the saloon-keeper, 
drawing the spirited ex-convict into the saloon. ‘You just 
come in with me, and I’ll give you some grub. Let up on the 
poor devil, Graham. Don’t hound a starving man to death.” 
And those hungry eyes were filled with tears, as the poor, 
famished fellow bent his head on the table, while the saloon- 
man hastened to place a large plate of meat before him. 
“Pitch into that grub, young fellow, and don’t take on So. 
There’s bread, and taters and meat, and I’ll give you plenty 
more—and coffee. Why, what’s the matter with you?” 
“T—I—can’t eat a morsel, sir,” sobbed the poor outeast. “I 


was hungry—so hungry—but I’m so choking now that [ 
-couldn’t swallow a mouthful. Oh, sir, I’m so thankful to you!” 


“Guess you ain’t had any one to say a good word to you 
lately, young fellow, and that’s what’s the matter,” said Sam 
Bolton. “Here, drink this coffee down, and don’t take on SO. 
I see you have a heart, if you are from Sing Sing. That’s 
good ham, and there’s nice bread and butter. Eat lots, or I’ll 
be mad at you.” 

“May God bless you, sir!” returned the outcast, as he 
brushed away the tears with an old soiled handkerchief; 
“you’re the first,-one spoke a good word to me since——” 

“Never mind about the past now,” interrupted the man. 
“Fill up, and then talk, if you like. HEat—eat, and you'll feel 


“better.” 


Jim Jackson did eat a hearty meal, and the kind-hearted 
saloon-keepet continued to force him, as he kept piling the 
meat on his plate, while he also kept filling his coffee-cup. 

It was a dull hour for business, and Sam Bolton had plenty 
of time tc wait on his unprofitable customer, as well as to listen 
to the story of his early trials. 

The candid youth told him how he had been induced to join 
a gang of burglars, and of his first attempt at law-breaking, 
when he was seized by the police and “railroaded” to Sing 
Sing. ! Ser 

“I swear to gosh, sir,” he said, “if I didn’t feel like cutting 
my own throat when I sneaked into the house that night with 
Hank Fulton and Bill Bowers. I wanted to back out, but Hank 


swore he’d shoot me if I offered to, and I was mighty skeered 


of Hank then. 


“When the cops came on us, sir, we all skedaddled, and I 


was the last to get out. I made off through the street, and that 
officer, Pete Graham, after me, firing at me. One ball whizzed 


by my head, and then I thought ’twas time to give in; so I 


stopped running, and yelled out that I’d surrender, | 
“Down comes the cop on me, and afore I knowed where I 
was, he fetched me with the club and laid me out on the side- 
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walk, I yelled to him again that I give in, but he kept hitting © 


me on the head and shoulders till I thought he’d kill me. : 
_ “Then I got so mad at him that I pulleds out my shooter 
as well as I could and let fly at him’three shots in succession. 
He knocked the shooter out of my hand; and then I didn 
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“An old fellow lives over there who keeps a saloon, and he 
‘won't be home till near morning, for sure. He’s got a pile 
in the house, for he’s afraid of all the banks busting lately. 
It will be an easy crib to crack, as there’s only his old woman 
and the children in the apartments. Let us get to work right 
off.” PS ae 

If Jim Jackson had any scruples of conscience, the liquor 
imbibed during the day served to drown them, and he set 
about the task with as much vim as his companion could 
wish. 

“Keep still as a mouse until I dose the old woman and the 
kids,” whispered the older burglar, as they stole into the 
‘bedroom where the inmates were sleeping, and where a dim 
gas-light was burning. i 
“Ig that you, Sam?” inquired a voice from the bed, as the 
woman raised her head. “I didn’t think you’d be hyme so——— 
Gracious goodness—who are you?” 

“Great God!” exclaimed Jim Jackson. “’Tis Mrs. Bolton. 
Come away, Hank.” 

“Not much,” cried Hank, as he sprang on the woman. “Qpen 
your mouth, old woman, and Ill kill you. The chloroform, 
Jim: ¥s 

“Let that woman alone, I say,” cried Jim, seizing his com- 
panion by the arms. “That woman’s husband was my best 
friend. You won’t—won’t you? Then take that, you rip!” 

And Jim Jackson dealt his companion a blow on the side 
of the head that sent him reeling to the floor. 

Then the alarmed woman set up a series of yells and cries 
that alarmed the inmates of the house; while the terrified 
children, awaking from their slumbers, joined in the chorus. 

The policemen on the street heard the alarm cries from the 
house, and they hastened to rap for assistance. 

Before the baffied burglars could reach the hall- door, the 
exit was blocked by armed officers, while out on the landings 
appeared the men of the house, with such weapons as they 
could pick up on the moment. 

“Get up to the scuttle, and escape by some other house, curse 
you!” cried Hank to his young companion, who was standing 
half-dazed outside his patron’s door. 

Jim made a dash upstairs, and up the ladder to the scuttle, 
and Hank Fulton-was close behind him, while the cries from 
pelow told them that the officers were ascending the stairs. 

“Watch the other houses,” yelled the roundsman, rushing 
up to the scuttle. “Shoot down the rascals, if they don’t give 
in.” 

The fugitives stood on the bor for some moments, hesitating 
which way to turn; and, in the meantime, the police were 
hastening into the other houses and up to the roofs. 

Jim Jackson, with visions of Sing Sing before him, grew 
desperate as he heard the yells and cries of his pursuers, while 


know any more till next morning, when I was lugged before 
the justice, and committed for trial. 
. ' “TI pleaded guilty, sir, to attempt at burglary; and I told 
the judge how the officer served me. The judge gave me only 
two years, because it was my first offense, and because I was a 
green country boy.” 
“And have you no relatives—no friends—to give you a lift 
since you got out, young fellow?” inquired Sam Bolton. 

“T got lots of relatives up in Sullivan County, sir,” was the 
reply; “but I de hate to go near the old place since I got into 
trouble. I tried my best to get work here, but I can’t get a 
living show. I’m willing to work for anything—for my grub— 
if I could get it.” 


“Tl give you a show, young man,” rejoined Sam Bolton, 
with a smiling face. “I believe you’ve got good stuff in you. 
Stay ‘here with me, and I’ll take you home when I close up.” 
Policeman Graham was surprised to see his old prisoner 
lingering in the saloon for hours after; and he was still more 
surprised, on the following day, to behold the young fellow, 
arrayed in decent clothes, and with a clean apron, waiting ‘on 
the customers in Sam Bolton’s place. 
# Six months passed away, and Jim Jackson was ' still Sam 
Bolton’s assistant, while the man learned to like the young 
fellow more and more, as he realized that he was faithful 
and honest, as well as candid and fearless in dealing with the 
roughs who frequented the saloon in the drowsy hours. 

During these six months Sam Bolton was compelled to no- 
tice that his best customers around the market were falling 
off day by day; and he at length learned,that he was indebted 
to Officer Graham for the depression in his business. 

Calling Jim aside cone night, the kind-hearted man said: 

“Jim, young fellow, you know I’ve got a big family, and I 
must see to them, I’m afraid I haven’t got enough of work 
for you any more. I’m blamed sorry to part with you, but——” 

” “J understand, sir,” interrupted Jim. “I’ve seen it all my- 

~gelf, Officer Graham has spread the report around the market 
that I’m a thief and a jail-bird, and your customers are shaking 
you. I was going to leave myself long ago, but I thought I’d 
try to fight it out, and show them that I’d reformed. “Tain’t 
no use in trying, sir. You’ve been very kind to me, and I 
won't burst up your business. I’ll leave this very night.” 
| And Jim Jackson was out on the world again, with forty 
4 dollars in his pocket, the earnings of six months of honest 
labor. 

Three months after the outcast was strolling along the 
Bowery on a winter’s night, and he was just aS hungry as when 
we first saw him at the Fulton Market, while his scanty cover- 
ing was not much protection from the cutting blasts sweeping 
along the thoroughfare. 

_ While thus strolling along, and this time with not as much 

» as one penny in his pocket, a tall, well-dressed man, with a 
_ heavy mustache, passed him on the sidewalk. 

_ “Why, if it isn’t Jim Jackson, or I’m a Dutchman,” said the 
man, in low tones, as he tapped the young eau on the 
shoulder. 

“Hank Fulton!” muttered the outcast, as he wheeled around 
_ to encounter a pair of sinister, wicked eyes. “I thought——” 
-~ “Keep mum, Jim,” interrupted the man, drawing the young 
outcast aside. “I’ve been out two weeks, and I’ve made a ten- 
strike already. You look hard up. Follow me, and I'll fix you 
| all right, Never go back on an old pal, you know; and I've 
| been chasing you up.” At that moment, out blazed half a dozen revolvers, while 
At twelve o’clock on the following night, Hank Fulton led! @ shrill cry of agony from the roof below told that some of 


Jim Jackson through deserted streets until they reached a| the balls had taken effect. 

¥ quiet neighborhood where people in Oder ene i tas HIN When the policemen: gained the roof of the low building, 
~ lived. . they found poor Jim Jackson lying there dead, with two balls 
mi Pointing to a row of respectable tenement houses, Hank|/in his back; while his old companion was groaning with @ 

| Wi | broken leg, . 


os 
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resistance. } 

At the back of the high tenement was a small house, some 
thirty feet lower; and in the dim light the desperate young 
fellow did not calculate the distance, or he did not heed the 
risk. 

Just:as the policemen reached the scuttles, Jim Jackson, 
bracing himself for the fall, jumped from the high roof; and 
his companion, seeing no other chance of escape, sprang after 
him. 
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the old burglar, drawing his weapon, prepared for a desperate 
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4 COMPLETE SET IS A REGULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA! 


Pa btok consists of sixty-four pages, printed on good paper, in clear type and neatly bound in 3an attractive, illustrated cover, x 
a of the books are also profusely illustrated, and all of the subjects treated upon are explained in such a simple manner that ; 
ild can thoroughly understand them. Look over the list as classified and see if you want to know anything about the autledte. 
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MESMERISM. 

No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.—Containing the most ap- 
Proved methods of mesmerism; -also how to cure all kinds of 
diseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo 
Hugo Koch, A. G S., author of “How to Hypnotize,” etc. 


PALMISTRY. 

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with 
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, 
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By 
Leo Hugo Koch, A. ©. S. Fully illustrated. 


HYPNOTISM. a 
No. 88. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.—Containing valuable and in- 
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
explaining the most approved methods which are employed by the 
leading bypnotists of the world. By Leo Wugo Koch, A.C.8. 


SPORTING. ky 

No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH—tThe most complete 
hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- 
etructions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing, 
together with descriptions of game and fish. 

No. 26. HOW TO ROW; SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully 
illustrated. Every boy should know how to row-and sail a boat. 
Full instructions are given in this little book, together with in- 
getructions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating. 
No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.— 
A complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses 
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for 

i peculiar to the horse. 
_ No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy 
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes 
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 
By C. Stansfield Hicks. ; 


FORTUNE TELLING. 

No. 1. NAPOLEON’S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.— 
Containing the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean- 
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
and curious games of cards. A complete book. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—Hverybody dreams, 
from the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book 

ives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 

d unlucky days, and “Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone is desirous of 
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little 
book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell 
the fortune of your friends. 

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.— 
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, 
or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling.future events 
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson. 


__ ATHLETIC. 

No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in- 
struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel, bars, 
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, 
healthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can 
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained 
in this little book. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX.—tThe art of self-defense made easy. 
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the ditfer- 
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one, of 
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box 
without an instructor. F 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full 
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. 
A handy and useful book. : r ‘ 

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.—Containing full instruction for 
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. 
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best 
positions in fencing. A complete book. 


7 -_- 


No. 72. HOW. .TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.—En- 
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il- 
lustrations.. By A. Anderson. Sante 

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.— 
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors 
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated. 


MAGIC. : ‘ 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magic and 
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks 
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by 
our leading magicians; every boy should obtain a copy of this book, 
as it will both amuse and instruct. 

No, 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller’s second sight 
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr, Explaining how 
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the 
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only 
authentic explanation of second sight. 
~ No. 48. HOW TO BECOMB A MAGICIAN.—Containing the 
grandest ‘assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the 
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, ete. 

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.—Containing over, 
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals. 
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.—Containing over 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain- 
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

_No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.—Containing' full 
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By 
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. . 

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS.—Showing 4 
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A. 
Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 75. HOW TO BECOMH A CONJUROR. — Containing 
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Hmbracing 
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson. Pe bs 

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.—Containing a com. 
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand, 
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson. 


Illustrated. 
MECHANICAL. | 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every boy 
should know how inventions originated. This book explains them 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics, 
pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published. 
_ No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEHR.—Containing full, 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en* 
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive; together 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. 

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUS'CAL INSTRUMENTS.—Full 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin,, Zither, Molian Harp, Xylo- 
phene and other musical instruments; together with a brief de 
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient ore 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon 8. Fitzgerald, 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.—Containing 
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention. 
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomely* 
illustrated. By John Allen. ! 

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Containing 
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricke. 
By A. Anderson, Fully illustrated. ° : 


LETTER WRITING. 

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most com- 
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters, 
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old, 

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.—Giving 
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects; 


| also letters of introduction, notes and requests 


No, 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GHNTLEMEN.— 
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects; 
also giving sample letters for instruction. | Bo 

No. 538. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wonderful little 
book, telling you how to write to your eweetheart, your father, 
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any- | 
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These Books Tell You Everything! 


hk 


‘ 
. 


you wish to write to. Hvery young man and every young — 


bod 
lady in the land should have this book, fs 3 
No 74 HOW TO WRITH LETTERS CORRCTLY.—Con- 


also rules for punctuation and compos 
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taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject; _ 
ition, with spectsen letiers 


“for parlor or drawing-room entertainment, 


— ee Se  !. 


* No. 27. HOW TO 


No. 41. THD Bove OF NEY fz 

No. 41. 2 EW YORK END MEN’S JOK 

BOOR serene nee rele Hand pa of the latest jokes divi by the 
most fa nd men. No amateur minstrels i i 

¥this wonderful little book. apie astdsg “iba Magee 

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.— 
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch 
and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. Just the thing for home amuse- 

See a NT Om 
No. 45. TI ( EW YORK MINSTREL GUID 
AND JOKE BOOK.—Something new and very instructive. Dyce 
_ boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or- 
~ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe. 

No. 65. MULDOON’S JOKES.—This is one of the most original 
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It 
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, “conundrums, etc., of 
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of 

*the day. Hvery boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should 
obtain a copy immediately. 

No. 79. HOW TO BECOMB AN ACTOR.—Containing com- 
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the 
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter, 
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager. 

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS’ JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat- 
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and 
ever plant German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome 
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author. 


HOUSEKEEPING. 

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing 
full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
"or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
eb at home. The most complete book of the kind evér pub- 

shed. 

No. 830. HOW TO COOK.—One of the most instructive books 
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats, 
“fish, game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all Cinds of 
pa and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 


cooks. 

No. 37. HOW TO KHEP HOUSEH.—It contains information for 
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to 
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments, 
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds. 


' : ELECTRICAL. | 

® No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.—A de- 
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ; 
together with full instructions for making Hlectric Toys, Batteries, 
ii By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il- 
ustrations. 

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.—Con- 
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction 
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. 
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated. mo 

No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a 
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 


é ENTERTAINMENT. 
No. 9. HOW TO, BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry 
Kennedy. The secret given away. H\very intelligent boy reading 
his book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- 
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the 
art, and create any amount ut ae hi abit and ray ate is or 
reatest book ever published, an ere’s millions (of fun) in it. 
‘ No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A 
wery valuable little book just published. A complete compendium 
_of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, ete., suitable 
It contains more for the 
money than any book published. d 
No, 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and useful little 
book, containing the eee and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
ackgammon, croquet. dominoes, etc. oe 
” No. 36. HOW. TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all 
ye leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
and witty sayings. 2 
No. 52, HOW " ‘0 PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little 
book, giving the rules and fy. “irections for playing Euchre, Crib- 
bage, Casino, Forty-Five, Re, ce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, 
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and itany other popular games of cards. 
No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun- 
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A 
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 


ETIQUETTE. 

No. 18. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTR.—It 
is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know 
all about. There’s happiness in it. ‘ y } 
yNo. 33, HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette 
of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- 
oy Sh to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and 


the drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 
RECITE AND BOOK OF kMCITATIONS, 
- —Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch 
dialect, French dialect, ¥ 
‘With many standard readings. 


a 


ankee and Irish dialect pieces, together 


No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.— Containing four 
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to 
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from 
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the mont 
simple and concis? manner possible. 

o. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.—Giving rules for aces de- 
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, “and the bess 
sources for procuring information on the questions given. 


SOCIETY. 

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRY.—The arts ana wiles of flirtation ere 
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods 
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it com- 
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is 
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy 
without one. : 

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome 
little book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instrue 
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, 
ay to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square 

ances. 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to love, 
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette 
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen- 
erally known. ‘ \ 

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in the 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the 
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 

No. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.—One of the 
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world. 
EXverybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and 
female. 'The secret is simple, and almost costless, Read this book 
and be convinced how to become beautiful. 

m™m 


BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 

No. 7% HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated and 
containing full instructions for the management and training of the 
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, ete. 

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND 
RABBITS.—A, useful and instructive book. Handsomely_ illus- 
trated. By Ira Drofraw. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hints 
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds. 
pe how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington 

eene, 

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.—A 
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, animals and insects. 

No. W TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.—Giving com- 
plete information as to the manner and methed of raising, keeping, 
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving full 
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight 
illustrations, making it. the most complete book of the kind ever 


published, 
MISCELLANEOUS. 

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful Shd in- 
structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex- 
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. This 
book cannot be equaled. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book for 
masing 3h kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups,.essences. etc. ete. 

No. 84. -HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR.—Containing full 


information regarding choice of Subjects, the use of words and the 
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. 
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general ceom- 
aliens of manuscript, essential to,a successful author. By Prince 
-Hilan 


Also containing 


~ No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A won- 
derful book, containing useful and practical information inthe 
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every 
bir Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 
plaints. 

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COENS.—Con- 
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
of stamps and ceins. Hgndsomely illustrated. 

No. 58. HOW TO BB A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brady, 
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable 
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures 
and experiences of well-known detectives. 

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain- 
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it; 
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other 
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W. 


Abney. 

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 
CADNT.—Containing full explanations how to gain admittance, 
course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post 
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should 
know to be a Cadet. Oempiled and written by Lu Senarens, author 
of “How to Become a Naval Cadet.” 

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL GADET.—Complete in- 
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval 
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description 
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a_bey 
mcpeee rae oe apis an Sets in ee ucee Navy. 

iled and written by Lu Senarens, author o ow t 

est Point Military Cadet.” o Become S 


‘PRICE 10 CENTS- EACH, OR 3 FOR 25 CENTS. | 
Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher. 24 Union Sauare. New Vor. 


“FAME AND FORTUNE. WEE WEEKLY" ‘ 


ConraIninG Stories of Boys WHo Make Money | : po 
CoLorED CovERS $2 Pagzs | Paibe 5 Crnts ih 
172 Eastman & Co., Stocks and Bonds; or, The Twin Boy|178 Broker Dexter’s New Boy; or, A Young Innocent in Wall 
Brokers of Wall Street. Street. 
173 The Little Wizard; or, The Success of a Young Inventor.| 179 From Mill to Millions; or, The ‘Poor Boy Who Became a 
174 After the Golden Eagles; or, A Lucky Young Wall Street Steel Magnate.. | | 
Broker. 180 Three Game Speculators; or, The Wall Sirdar Boys’ Syndi- . 
175 A Lucky Lad; or, The Boy Who Made a Railroad Pay. cate. 
176 Too Good to Last; or, Six Months in the Wall Street | 181 A Stroke of Luck; or, The Boy Who Made Money in Oil. 
Money Market. s 182 Litile Hal, the Boy Trader; or, Picking Up Maney in Wall 
‘177 Dick, the Boy Lawyer; or, Winatas a Big Fee. Street. 
“THE LIBER rY BOYS OF °76”. 
CoNTAINING REVOLUTIONARY STORIES.. ane: 
Cotorep Covers 32 Pass Na Price 5 Cents 
421 The Liberty Boys at Four Hole Swamp; or, Cornered by 426 The Liberty Boys on a Foray; or, Hot Work with the? 
a Regiment. Raiders. 
422 The Liberty Boys and “Lame Joe”; or, The Best Spy of 427 The Liberty Boys and the Mohawk Chief; or, After St. 
the Revolution. Leger’s Indians. » 
423 The Liberty Boys on Pine Tree Hill; or, The Charge of 428 The ge cael ne qd. ihe Tory Girl; i The Scheme to 
the White Horse Troop. Peston. New Yor 


: 429 The Liberty Boys Surrounded; or, A Daring Dash for 
424 The Liberty Boys’ Threat: or, Doing as They Said. Wsedow: 


425 The Liberty Boys After Delancey; or, The Boldest nore 430 The Liberty Boys’ Log Tower; or, Bombarding the Stock- - 


of All, ade Fort. r 
‘SECRET SERVICE” 
OuD AND Youna Kine Brapy, Detectives wv 
CoLoRED CovERS — _ 32 PAagEs Paton 5 Cents 
522 The Bradys After the Midnight Men; or, The abe that | 527 The Bradys and the Fatal pecpatele: -or, The Mystery of 
Cost a Life. ~* Five Words. 
523 The Bradys and the Yellow Printe; or, The Drug Fiends; 528 The Bradys Tracking a Stolen Ruby; or, After a Gang of 
of Chinatown. Thiev es, 


524 The Bradys and the Broken Pool Ball; or, The Strange 
Case of a Dead Man. to Solve. 

525 The Bradys’ Chase for a Penny; or, “Convicted by a Coin.' 530 The Bradys’ Cunning Plot; or, Trapping the River Pirates” 

526 The Bradys and the “White TOE or, Lost in a Secret | 531 The Bradys and Quong Lee; or, The Dogtaced Man of 
Maze. Chinatown. 


529 The Bradys and the Boy Shadower; or, A Very Hard Case 


For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by, 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, © 24 Union Square, N. Y 
IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 


of our Weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the weeklies you want and we will send them to you by 
return mail, POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. , 
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WIDE AWAKE WEEKLY 


i STORIES OF A BOY’S SCHOOLDAYS @ 


: By FRANK FORREST , y 
| Handsome Colored Covers ~ ; Splendid Illustrations | 
_-: 32 - Pages of Reading Price 5 Cents Issued Every Friday 


; No. 137 of this weekly begins a new series of school stories, written by Frank Forrest, the best author of this class : 
| of fiction in the world. Each number details the fun, perils, and sports of a fearless young student with an upright \ 
4 


character, who stands for justice and honor in all things. He and his schoolmates encounter all sorts of lively ad- 


ventures of the kind that boys like to read about. Some fine girls figure in the series, and a deep element of inter- 
ést runs through every story. 


(‘= TELL YOUR FRIENDS ABOUT THESE STORIES “Say : 
LATEST ISSUES. i 
: 108 Young Wide Awake’s Little Pard; or, The Boy Hero of the 132 


Flames. 


Young Wide Awake’s Best Deed; or, Saving the Life of His 
109 Young Wide Awake’s Wiery Duel; or, Teaching the Neptunes a' 133 


Sweetheart. 
Young Wide Awake’s Deadly Peril; or, Good Work at an Insane 
_ Lesson, q Asylum. 
; 110 er Bs ide Awake and the Old Vet; or, Working Shoulder to} 134 Young Wide Awake's Struggle in the Dark; or, Trapped in a 
x oulder, : ie I'looded Cellar. 

| 111 eones Wide Awake’s Dangerous Deal; or, The Only Chance for | 135 Young W.de Awake's Swift Run; or, Saving the Midnight Ex- % 
‘ e. less. 
: 112 Young Wide Awake and the Factory Boys; or, The Feat that 136 Suis Wide Awakes Last Chance: or 

Made Him Famous. Death. 4 ‘ 
113 Young Wide Awake’s Secret Enemies; or, The Plot to Destroy a| 137 Dick Daresome’s Schooldays; or, The Victory of the New Boy. 
City. 138 Dick Daresome and the Midnight Hazers; or, Turning the Tables 


Rescued from Certain 


114 Young Wide Awake’s Sudden Fear; or, The Fireman's Trick that 


1 on His Enemies. : 
‘ 115 Y Won a Day. i pe aie aU at Soe aS ea 139 Dick Daresome's Bold Rescue; or, Saving the Academy Girls. 

d siege Mail RIFERG GOR SRS: A SOCH SPE le OIE yne  onene 140 ie Daresome and the Burglars, or, Risking His Life for a 

; 4 Tide Awake’s P ive: "ideot . ‘ -00m-mate 

i ii ens si ice bhi gdatled dns eee ip se de 2 ipricutse ek ky 141 Diek Daresome Missing: or, The Academy Girls to the Rescue. 

! 117 sco’ Wide Awake and the Briber; or, The Test that Makes a| 449 Dick Daresome’s Fight for Honor; or, Clearing a School Sus- 

: Se ners : ' : ; F picion. 

: hi ee oo allay Awake's Artful Dodge; or, Placing Enemies on the} 443 pick Daresome’s Quarrel; or, Showing Up a Coward. 

i 119 Young Wide Awake Solving a Mystery; or, Hunting Down the| 144 tc hall Fatal Error; or, Trapped by an Envious School- Fs 
‘ Fire Thieves. Sats ; : a ‘ 

120 Young Wide Awake’s Drawn Battle; or, Breakiig Even With the; 145 Dick Daresome’s Ive Victory; or, Skating a Race Against Death. 

. Neptunes. 146 Dick Daresome’s Struggle for Leadership; or, Getting Ahead of 

! 121 Young Wide Awake in a House of Death; or, The Mystery His Rivals. 

li 


of a Rig Blaze. 147 Dick Doaresome's “lying Gull’; or, Winning the Ice-Boat Contest. 

122 Young Wide Awake and the “Night Prowlers”; or, The Fire at| 148 Dick Daresome and the Village Toughs: or, A Battle Against © 
the Cartridge Works. Odds. : 

123 Young Wide Awake's Wild Ride; or, Fighting Fire in Lincoln. 149 Dick Daresome’s Hockey League: or. Winning Out for Merrivale. 

124 Young Wide Awake's Closest Call: or, The Blaze at Riverside Inn, | 150 Dick Daresome’s Man Hunt: or, A Ten-Mile Chase after Robbers. 


125 Young Wide Awake’s Gritty Battle; or, Fighting Down a Hotel j; 151 Dick Daresome’s Dark Days: or, Tricked by a Boy's Deceit. 


ire. 152 Dick Daresome’s Wild Toboggan Ride; or, Daring Sport on the 
126 Young Wide Awake’s Heroism; or, The State Fireman’s Tourna- ‘’ Mountain Side 


ment. ; ; , ‘ 153 Die’ Daresome and the Lynchers: or. Te Fight for an Innocent Man. 
127 Young Wide Awake’s Latest Recruit; or, Snatching His Captain 


Mee ese 


So 2 Se 


E 154 Dick Daresome Hunted Down; or, Caught in the Clutches of the **Night 
i From _ Death. te ; ; Caps.”’ 
} 128 mouee Wide Awake and the “Sylvia’’; or, Saving Life on des 
i iver. 
a 129 Young Wide Awake’s Leap in the Dark; or, Capturing the “League | 
of 3.” 
130 Young Wide Awake’s Hazard: or, Stopping a Theatre Fire. | 8 


131 Young Wide Awake Off His Guard; or, Caught in a Warehouse j 
Blaze. 


For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 


| : 
| PRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N. Y. 
; IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 


of our Weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
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them to you by 
return mail, POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 
FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. +> phe Mh a oe Wawriple Wei hve g gn Meee 
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